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BY RICHARD ASTRO

In the beginning I had reservations.

- o - True, the idea was exciting and made good
; .o academic sense. We would design a course

.and conferénce entitled "Literature and

theg, Sea" and thereby establish a frame-

Literatul‘ﬁ aﬂd thC SCaI wo,rl.< within which artists, humanists,

. - . . and scientists could work together to
‘e -~ an lntrOdualon determine the impact that the world's
) . oceans have had ,on. the creative im-
. pulse- of the writer as well as -investi-
‘ . . gate how the writer has helped to shape
) ' prevailing notions about the sea. The
fﬁ%& * course would be jointly offered by the
School of Oceanography and the Depart-
ment of English at Oregon State Uni-
versity and would concludé with a‘con-

3
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, VT ference where a diverse group of- speak-
R . ers would talk specifically about how
} o individual writers use the sea as a
b TS e source of plot, myth and symovol. The

han St L S T
e W T conference would also focus oh the more
general theme of the relar1oqsh1p be-
tween literature and maiine science,
The course and conference. were to be
trial balloons for a comprehensive
marine and maritime studies program at
Oregon State in which humanists, scien- -
tists and technologists would engage
: - : . in an integrated examination of those
R . values and attitudes that direct
peoples' activities jin and relating to
0 R . the sea, including creative artists,
) . ’o. . . - scientists, and peoples whose exist-
. ences are linked directly to the sea
. by their use of marine rec~irces. We
4 , ) proposed a "systems approach" to know-
« ledge in which real interchanges would
. . take place as contrasting methods were

. brought to bear on similarly felt
a » ) problems. Our approach was ¢ne of whole-

. ne¢s. We rejected the narrow-minded s
- : view that one person's way is the only
legitimate way of getting at the truth.
We in academic 1ife have alwayszpreached
» - . .wholeness-and union. We have never be-

. - ligved that the’intellect works beSt in

X, ...,.._.,.’
Sl T

o

o s . roa R . . .. -




a vacuum. And so we proposed to move
through and"beyond specialistic ap-
proaches_to knowledge whith we btelieve
q;elfragmentary, reductionist and divi-

~sive, and_practice what we have always
preached.. . - ’ v \

H
Still, I had reservations. -For though

our objective was the noble one of fusing
the many cultures, the fact is that any
viable or enduring union depends upon

- the recognition that there are Inherent
differences between the arts, the
sciences and the humanities. And if we
hoped that our artists and scientists
would be able to talk with one anv het

§; - in any sort of meaningful fashion, that
. ’ either group would be able to talk wit

2. , humanists, and that the students an the
b class and our coaference audience would

o be able to.make sense out of what might
' " appear to be a chaotic assortment of ap-
S/ proaches and_directions, we had to iden-
/ tify those crucial differences. This

) done, we felt we could move tovard an

»  understanding of, the common ground
shared by everyone involved in the pro-
’ gram, irrespective of academic disci-

v . pline. ¢

Definitionally, we observed that
science {as we normally conceive of it)
is the pursuit of theories and hypo-
theses which exhibit and explain rela-
tionships among verified facts. That is,
the scientist attempts to develop theor-
ies which explain recurring and orderly

‘relationships in the natural world. Sci-
entific theories are what, in an impor-
s tant essay encitled "Concerning the Sci-

. ences, the Arts-AND the Humanities"
(Criticcl Inquiry, Volume 1, 1974},

Leonard B. Meyer calls propositional.

"They are general in that tho refer
to classes or-types; they are abstract
in that they account for dnly some
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attributes of the natural world." But
23 .
; Q .4 , .
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Jmoving."

“response.
_fegence program there would be scién- -

works of art ate what Meyer calls pre-
sentational. They are patterns and are *
the dccasion "for experiences that are
found- to be enjoyable, intriguing, and

A vork of art is not an‘ob-
ject for theoretical generalization. It
exists for aesthetic appreciation and .
In our class and on our®con-

tists tileprizing dbout the sea. And
thére would be poets reading from their
o¥n and other peoples’ “work about the
sea. The subject was the same. Every-
thing clse would be different. .

e
V! sy~
Fid ol e

Between the artist and the scientist
there is the humanist-critic, that indi-
vidual whose task it is to séek out and
define relatibnships présented in works
of art and then to make clear how these
relationships and cdnnections are per- .
ceived by coumpetent audiences.
very crucial way, the humanist-critic is
akin to the scientist. For although, as
Meyer peints out, "the phenomena-to
which they attend and which they analyze
are different--the critic explaining the
works of man, the scientist the work of
1God' (Nature)--they are similar in a
number of ways." -

Both select from phenomena, separat-
ing the essential from the accident-
al, in order to exhibit signifiéant .
retationships; both are moved by a,

desire for consistency and elegance;

. (4

In a ,

ships discovered in_an already-exist-—"

M -'
- F
., both ofren work by trial and error;
both reason and argue in basically ”
the.same way. . . . <.
4 . © .

Nevertheless, there i§ a critical dif-
“ference between the ultimatg goals of the |
humanist and those of the scientist.a For .
while the scientist is concerned, above
all, with deéveloping general laws and , -
theories which account for reldtionships
discovered in the natural world, the hu-
manist attempts to understand’ahd.mxplain
how the patterns and processes peculiar -
to a specific pork are related 'to one .
another and to the aesthetic eXperience ¢
they shape. In order words, humanist -
criticism differs from science in that -
, it is concerned with whgg/is ynique, in-
deed idiosyncratic aboyt”a particular
poem, novel, sonata&/ég,painting. Like
the scientist, the humanist develops and
employs theory and taxonomy. Unlike the” -
scientist, .the humanist is concerned )
chiefly with how one work is different o
from all others. It-is, ®n fact, this
crucial difference which in large mea-
sure accounts for the problems scien- .
tists have when trying to evaluate the
~ork of the humanist. For no matter how
systematic, how rigorous the scholarship
of the humanist may be, the very nature «
of his study prohibits his arriving zt
the kind of final responses to observed
phenomena which is the goal of the sciep-
tist. I quote again from Leonard Meyer
who. offers a ‘brilliant summaty of the
essential differences between what to, :
some may’ seem comparable activities.

(The scientist formulates theories
which refer to and explain relation-
ing world. The artist neither formu-
lates nor explains. He creates. And
his creations--works of art--are equi-
valent, not to general propositions
abdut phenomena, but to the phenomena




Tare strong, subtle, and dominating.

Rl

The proper ~nalogue to

titemselves .’
the scientist is t
mulates these theories and taxonomies
which refer, to and ‘éxplain relation-

- ships foundfin works of art. That
humanistic theories age less coherent,

1g$rous, and well confirmed than
scientific ones is-dye not to a, fault.

in the comparison but to the cdmplexx-

ty of works of art, the varxabllity
. of their material means and styl;spxc
%- Tanners, and the difficulty pf:

studylng'hunap cugiitive and affect-

ive pricesses, empirically. . "

. 4 M

-

+Aud so-it should seem clear why I had .,
reservations about. bringing artists, sci-

entists and humanists together into one
clgssroom and into one auditorium. But
we did it and it worked, perhaps not so
much because of our planning, but in
spite of it. That 1s, it was the sub-
ject matter itself that made the various

" parts of it fit into a whole that grew.to

be larger than the sum of all of the
parts which comprised it. It was the
sea itself--in_its vartety and diversity
--that fused diﬁa@rate parts. It was
the sea--at once a source of man's awe
and wonder and a subject of scientific
1nquiry--that became that larger whcle.
It was, the sea, in its vastness which
posad vexing questions and encouraged
the pursuit of finll answers from our
teachers and our students, from our:
speakers and our audience. And it was
the sea which, mdre often than not, be-
guiled the seeker. In short, the sea
invited our artists, our humanists, amd
our scientists to live the creative and
re-creative process: ~ te "'speculate in-
to the sun."

In ﬁis essay in this volume, John -
Isaacs notes that the sea's interactions
The
ocean therefore enables those who go to

10

huinanis€ who for-

it to see through the ' ﬂnanks of
ciplines" to the veryareal connections

. {etween thé arts, the sciences and the

" humanities.. The sea lures and frustrates
the scientist as it simultaneously de-
mands and defies definition ‘in.precise
propositional form. Scientists who study
the seu do_move toward truth, but they
rarely.attain more than partial or fen-,
tative answers to the thst-x\om, they—
ask. , As" a resule, the s;f@nflst~who has’
studled the sex for a time {6 better.e-
quipped to' understand the problems which
face the himanist as he studies the.

. Tt

- Bokweenthe artist
SCUntist there is

" hmandst-cribic. :

.
.

unique and the uhusual. Scientists and
humanists whu study the sea can pause in
their desire to understand and explain
in precise terms, and observe in the
sea's riclimess and variety the kind of
internal integrity independent of refer-
ence to other phenomen2 that appeals .so
much to the artist: At the same time,
the artist who has painted or written *
about the sea joins the scientist and
the humanist in defining and descrlblng
aud in moving toward partial and tenti-
tive “truths. Surely, our perception of
the sea has been influenced as much by
our response to Turner's p-inting> and
to Melville's novels as it has by-the
findings of the Challenger ekpedifion.
' -And -the humanist, as he observes how

the scientist is at once challenged and
perplexed by the sea, comes to realize
the truth of Bronowski's claim that in

¥

nhg~dls<\‘ aZZ fields of human endeavor, "the

N ~
tyju, .
of a great man’is the, stamp of his nfipd,". N
so that.the search Sar ,tryth s more ' . .
1mportant than 1ts quLOJeiy and the pyo~ * v\
cess of thinking ‘hore impopgant thah the =~ ’ »
thgught Too many humanists -go abdut . . .
thelr- ofk conv1nced&that ‘the world' Se __

' great therature- art and’music can be G
- ®appreciated only by.a cultured, clo1st —

"ered few. Their scholarship is compart- .

mentalized, excessively specialized.. - -, :

Inevitably it-is, mare and more devoted .

£o trivia. There are" many art.and mus:ﬁ,

critics who are uneasy ‘with any work .

which has a representatlonal object ‘or

“an acknowisdgéd subject. And there are ~

those teachers of literature who believé’

that real reading must be exegetic, heur-- - - .

istic and’hermeneutic.” But the humanist )

who studies the sea with the scientist, .

who takes the time to look and’ to appre- .
*ciate ‘that real knowledge of life, our . T

11fe, is built communglly and is often .
. tentative, stones in a developing cathe- ..

dral, eschews rcductjonist approaches, L .

flees the cloister,.and works in concert .

wnth the artist and the >c1ent15t to over-

. ¢ome what Floyd Matson calls the "baoken ~

image'" of man's underStandlng of .himself. »

and so &elps build that cathpdral with .

creativity and with style. = | ’ ~

~

gaking as a scientist,. John Isagcs .
notes tiRt "it is the sea that first
strongly lchallenges science as we now .
conceive 4it." - 1 would_add that the ‘sea
also challenges the artist and the hu-- .
manist. Indeed, -the burgeoning field of
"mgrine education provides fertile ground
for the artlst the humanist and the
scientd®t ﬂb understand their differences &
and then move to a recognition of inter- Y
connecting structures, of fundamer.tal
unities. : .

I believe that the Oregon State-Se
Grant course and conference were first

>
. . ) s

- il
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teps: toward the achievement oi that end.
2ure1y, they convinced those of us who
designed them and who are now developing
the larger, wmore inclusive, marine anc

v s . .
design of a book "is the pattern of a
reality congrolled and shaped by the mind
of the writer." The design of this pub-

- lication was controlled and shaped by the

maritire studies program wiich—will-debut—-minds-of-eight-Writers into a loose-but

-on the Oregon State campus in 1977, that

curricula can be organized which--even
in these difficult times of shortages
and cutbacks--will enable students and’
teachers to ask important questions and

seek important answers and so help in-
sure that our universities do not be- .

come the hothouses of organization men,
the manufacturing centers of bureaucrats
and social engineers.

Readers of this volume who are inter-
ested in the:course on "Literature and
the Sea" -should contact Professor Anne
Taylor of the Department of Fnglish and
Professor James McCauley of the School of
Oceanography at Oregon State. Anne and
Jim planned and developed that course,
and with the help of thirty dedicated
students, they made it work. The eight
essays which follow here are printed al-
most exactly as they were delivered by
the speakers at the conference which was
held at the Marine Science Center in
Newpo~t, Oregon on May 8, 1976. Only

‘minor euitorial changes lwmve been made IO “’istS“rtﬁkg—théir—réspec%iVE*cssXYST——ﬁﬁﬁ————ﬂny—d

prepare them fo. - ~eading aud-ence.

Novelist .John Steinbeck once wrote-- --
in a book about a.certain sea--that the

.essays are read together.

strings of thought stretch into-various -
reachable realities. These essays ask

us to think and to Adook and to consider.

And they give off a- quality of Tight,
perhaps npt. easily defined, but shining .

cohesive whole. The subjects of the es-
says which follow differ vastly in tone
and idea. On the surface there seems
little similarity between John Seelye's
investigation of the "British connection"
in American sea literature and Joel
Hedgpeth's study of the writings of
marine biologists, and even less between
William Appleman Williams®' "angles of
vision" and John Haislip's presentation
of his beloved Seal Rock. Propositional
statements about the human community are
the essence of Williams' piece, whereas
Haislip refuses to talk about the trans-
formation »f "the stuff of my world into
poetry" since, he claims, !'it-is a
mystery for me, as I think it is for many
poets." Similarly there seems little
connection between John Pratt's explora-
tion of thc poweér of the elements in
literature_ and John Isaacs' attack on the
simple-minded scientific paradigm as well
as on the "mariné mystique." And only
the fact that both Joseph DeFalco and
Robért Zoellner talk about American novel-

yet, these eight writers do shape a nat-
tern of reality that emerges when their
And that pat-
torn is an integrated nucleus from which

» < v

clear and bright—in the—minds—of-th
perceptive reader.

I would like to <xpress my thanks to .
William Q. Wick, Difector of the Sea
Grant Program at Oregdn State University.
Perhaps more than anyone else, Bill
nourished our dream; he supported an
jidea as we brought that idea to life.

I would also like to thank Jim Folts,
Linda Hosek, Conniée Morehouse, Jim
Leadon and everyone else in the Sea
Grant program who helped in the publi-
cation of these proceedings. My thanks
go also to Robert MacVicar, President of
Oregon State University, and to John
Byrne, Dean of Research at OSU. Both
supported the conference enthusiastically.
I am grateful to Karen Hatch of Chico,
Galifornia, and to Susan Cole of Wash-
ington, DC, who sawlarger pictures and
who helped us create more inclusive °
wholes. Special thanks go.to Anne Taylor
and Jim McCauley, and to Julie Mackaman
of the Department of English who helped
with a million details. And finally,
eepesttianks go—tomy-wife;—Betty;
who spent too many long hours helping
“me plan the Newport conference and as-
sisting me in-preparing this volume of
proceedings for publication. ‘
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Andsome Is as ’Andsome Does”

. Or, The Hamerican Hadam, Being
Some Random Rodericks Bearing Witness to the

¢

British Connection'in Our Maritime Literature

°

BY JOHN SEELYE

o

It is a curious fact that, wAtil the 5

advent of Joseph Conrad, sea literature

in the English language was chiefly the
work of American writers, and Conrad
himself was born of Polish rarents in

.the Ukraine. As a great colonial and
mercantile power, Great Britain was the
center of an imperial spiderweb of sea
lanes, but except for the work of second-
rate talents, iike Captain Marryat and
Michael Scott, England's contribution

to maritime prose literature during the
‘great centugyfof sea-power, the nineteenth
was decidedly slight. The landscape of
English prose, is surveyed in Fielding's
Tom Jones~-+hat mystic triangle of Town,
Country, and the Roads between--and though
Smollett's Roderick Random has in part a
shipboard setting, as a scene it is not
much more than an extension of Tzadon
streets. The ﬁnglish’mosg certainly do
have-a talent for castaway stories, but
from Defore to Robert Louis Stevenson, -
the emphasis has been on the island not
the Sea, the ocean providing for and
intensifying the insular element--which

is after all what Great Britain is all
about.

But—when—we turito what was, until
1775, the chiefest of her coloniess we
find a much different story--and stories.
Two of the highest. points in worild
literature written by Americans, Two
Years Before the Mast and Moby Dick, are
set at sea, and if Melville was indebted
to Dana at the start of his. cdareer, he
went on to exceed and excel--thought not
to outsell--him, turning gut a small
shelf of quasiautobiographicalpfictions
without which the literature of the seca
would be considerably diminished. Even
Edgar Allan Pne, who is generally associated ,.
with restricted spaces, well within--often
below--terra firma, shoved a famdis ship-
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board story into a bottle, and when Poe
came to write his one novel-length book,
he likewise set his hero afloat. But the
grand master of them all, predating Dana,
Poe. Melville, and even Captain Marryat,
was-James Fenimore Cooper, who invented
a_genre virtually out of whole cloth when
he wrote The Pilot in 1823. 1t is not
generally known, I think, that Cooper

was the-author of more romances about

the sea than about life in the forest
and prairie, that he was known to his
contemporaries as "Cooper of the Wood'

and Wave'--though "wooden wave' might

be appropriate, because though Cooper
could get his heroes out of the woods,

he could never quite get the wood out

of his heroes.

Still, what we must acknowledge in
Cooper is his amazing inventiveness, where
genre if not incident is concerned, as
singie-handed he did for the United
States what Fielding did for Great Britain,
surveying the territory ahead for writers
to come, nning his Jine as far west as
the Rocky aountains nd south to the
Aq;arct1c Ocean. till, it must he said
-that if Cooper inyented the sea romance
out of whole cloth, as with his romance

tartan, namely the historic Tomance
written by Sir Walter Scott. For The
Pilot was written, as Cooper himself
declared, in response to the faulty sea-
manship in Scott's seacoast story, The
Pirate, and if it provides a second in
a series begun by Cooper's first his-
torical novel, The Spy, in having a
Revolutionary War setting so both books
incelebrating America's independence
from Great Britain manage to reveal
(like the Constitution) a strong English
infl ence. In asking the question why
Eng. .d did not produce a great sea lit-
erature, we must answer finally that she
did, even though the authors lived ir

S
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What I will do in the time re-
maining is to trace briefly and I hope
succinctly the complex ties between
American maritime literature and what we
may call the British connection.

America.

e}

It is at the start a colonial umbilicus
that never severed its natal--or perhaps
1 should say "naval"--ties, and it begins
with those anatomical ep1cs assembled to
inspire English imperiaiism, Hakluyt's
Voyages and Samuél Purchas's Pilgrimes.
If our sea literature of the nineteenth
century is ,strongly indebted to Sir Walter

da

(4 aw
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Scott, then its origins may be traced back
to another SiT Walter, for it was the
a:counts by Raleigh's capta1ns of the New
World that¥Wot things moving in the first
place. The often-quoted report by Arthur
Barlowe, good news brought back with two,
Indians from the outer banks of what would
become North Carolina, establishes at the
start a link between Columbus's voyages

to America and the emerging English tra-
dition, a search for the Passage to India
endihg with images of a terrestrial para-
dise Virginia--the Vivrgin Land--commences
as an early version ot “aptain Cook's
Hawaii, where America as Promised Land
wquld end. But it is with the adventures
of Captain John Smith that the story
really, gets rolling, Barlowe's golden-

‘N

‘tattles reversed--then John Smith's

= = = = K =
-age vision given a much more realistic
frame, yet one which is heroic withal.

If Hakluyt's Voyagee and Purchas's
Pilgrimes are something of an English
Odyssey cum Iliad--the voydge and the

Generall Historie of Virginia is the
Anglo-American deneid, the Captain him- .
self be1ng joint hero of the double-
ended epic: In the pictures illustrating
his book, Captain Smith is shown wrestling
giant heathen "kings" in s1ngle ~handed
combat (though with the benefit of superior
arms), the hero of chivalric romance trans-
planted to the American shore. Prototype, ;
frontiersman, the Captain is also Kipling' s
secuyer of empire, béing as his title sug-
gests at home, on land or sea, "a giddy
harumphrodite--soldier an' sailor too!"
.In Siith's defense let it be said that
he was more Hermes than Venus, for as
Hermes=is the Greek god associated with ¥
bouhdaries and borders, so the Captain's
voyages 1n America established the out-
lines of English dominion here, 1In his o
circumnavigation of ‘that American Med- .
iferranean. the Chesapeake Bay, Smith was
looking for a water route to the Pacific
Ocean, and he left his mark at the heads
of mnavigation on the main watercourses of
Virginia. In so doing, he mapped out
what would become the tidewater region,
a provincial edspire centered by that
humble enough Rome, Jamestown, much as .
at the fir end of hjs voyage he sailed
past the swampy site of the District of
Columbia, named for the Admiral who
initiated the search and the center of
a much vaster empire to come. Smith
also explored and mapped the New England
coast11ne, and his chart is dominated
by the symbolic shape of Cape Cod, that
outreach of land called by Thoreau the
"bare and beckoning arm of Massachusetts,"

.within whose sheltering curve the Puritan

experiment prevailed, nursing a notion
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of Manifest Destiny which wauld develop
a_very strongarm indeed-

Virginia, dominated by her landiocked
Bay, became a closed, agrariaun world of
river plantations, while New England, -
_whose bays opened to the Atlantic, became
a maritime power whose rivalry with Great
Britain helped -spark the Revolution.

“¥wSe then her is a place," wrote Captain
Smith, ‘‘a nurse for soldiers, a practise
fer mar1ners, a trade for merchants; a
reward for the good, and that which is
most of all, a business (most acceptable
'to God) to bring such poor infidels to
the trug knowledge of God and his holy
Gospel." That he was speaking of Vir-
ginia does not diminish his stature as

a prophet, for Smith's vision of America
was in all ways a prevision of the

- Puritan ideal commonwealth, not a colony
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producing one staple and undependable
.crop but an independent empire, an
England truly New.

The literature of New England during
the colonial périod, as we well know, was’
largely theological.. There is, however,
an 1nterest1ng tradition of crossings
journals kept by Puritans who came over
from England a reeord of encounter which
begins with the communal Pilgrim publi-
cation called Mourt's Relation, first pub-
lished in 1622. But these narratives are
mostly nctable for their expressiofis ~f
joy at 51ght1ng th~ shores of the Prumised
Land,‘and it is worth remarking that John
Winthrop's shipboard sermon, "A Modell of
Christian Charity,'" makes only slight
mention >f the ocean crossing, emphasizing

+ instead the City on the Hill the Puritans
intended to build. And the most prominant
Puritan poet, Edward Taylor, kept a dreary
record of his own rite of passage, being

.no apostrophe to the ocean but ’an account
chiefly of seasickness and irritation
over the passenger's resistance to the

o
{
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o lican letters yielding cu colonial ties,

true light. Yet all of those early
Puritan seaborne writings sstress the
importance of the ocean as*New England's
Red Sea, not only because so few of their
crossings suffered shipwreck--thereby
serving as evidence of Providential
protection--but because the Atlantic
separated the New-English Israel from
the Ol1d,World Egypt.

Kidd, evidence perhaps of‘h1s Nantucket

ancestry. Franklin's first voyage took

him only as far as New York, from wheice

he made ‘his way by foot to Ph11ade1ph1a,

but his youthful ambitions do help to

¢ .string a life-line between the seven-
teenth® and the nineteenth century in New
England, and Ben's autobiographical de-
sire to go to sea was finally realized in
Dana's Two Years Before the Mast.

4

A theological symbol of separation,
the Atlantic soon encugh became for New But before Dana, once again, there
England a mercantile symbol of connections, was Cooper, and before Cooper there was
R Byron and Scott. Ben Franklin's urge

can be traced to his Nantucket-born .
mcther but Ben's father. was born in Eng- ~
1and, and Franklin's subsequent sea
meﬁ W voyages oftén tock him to the-island of
M his father's birth, a place he was in-
creasingly loath to leave. Sir William

(L WS Phips may have been Governor of Massa-
chusetts, but it was, like his title,
the gift of James,II, the King in whose

m service Mather'’ s%erom fisher fished.

Even after the Revolution the British

connection held firm in America, Repub-

.
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and though Joel Barlow celebrated the
s ' rising glory of American empire in his
\ . Columbiad, the ocean that beat on his ¢

linking her coa3tal-communities- by means . native shore did s¢ in the heroic coup-
of trading routes, an economy which held lets of Alexander RBope. The same ocean
major towns to the shoreline or to the that separated the United States from
heads of re1vercnav1gat10n , It is mean- England was also a mutual waterway, and
ingful in this Tegard that the hero of cargo space on British ships was taken
Cotton Matner's Magnalia--if we discount up by British bards and Scotch reviewers
the -author himself--was the sea-captain too. Jefferson hufféd about King George
Governor of Massachusetts, Sir Willjam in the Declaration of Independence and
Phips, who was styled a King-Fisher by he. puffed about the impressment of Ameri-
Mather because he owed his rise from can citizens by British ships during his
humblé origins to the recovery of treasure administration, but the buildings he
from a Spanish ship sunk off the Bermudas. built in Virginia were Georgian in de-
Equally relevant are the early vears of sign and his library undoubtedly con-
BenJamln Franklin, who as a boy in 3Yoston tained English titles obtained from
yearned to go to sea as a sailor and who American printers who pressed them with-
wrote as one of his first poetic produc- out ‘paying their English authors, a

tions a broadside ballad about Captain quaint custom know as "therary Piracy"
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o Whateveér the iiationalistic intentions
. of fledgling American duthors, they had
to face the fdct that the victories over
Great Britain, whether at Yorktown or New
Orleans, did no: put English literature
out of fashion in the United States. The
War of 1812 ended in 1815, having so far
as our literature is concerned produced
the most unsingable national anthem in
# the world--whose words were set,° by the

way, to the tune of an English drirking
“song--yet it was in the very next year

that the first American writer tc gain

s pro#inence abroad followed Ben Franklin's

watery track to Great Britain some ninety

p years since, to manage his family business
. _ in Liverpool and pay homage to Sir Walter
Scott. Washington Irving may-have been
named ‘for the Father of his Country, but
his own parent was English born, and if
The Sketchbook opens with an ocean voyage,
it is a trip back to what Hawthorne
called "Our Ol1d Home." Geoffrey Crayon
- “‘was made famous by his sketches of Rip
Yoeme—..___ Vanp Winkle and Ichabod Crane, but like
P Melville's Israel Potter they are American
: " waifs astray in a distinctly English

landscape, the burden of Irving's first
. book being taken up with accounts of
—————Goldsmith's country.

PEETRYS

: Which brings us back once again to
: Cooper's The Pilot, sgt during the Revo-
‘ lution but staged off the English coast,
the hero of which is that renegade Scots-
man, John Paul Jones. True, Cooper in-
troduces a distinctly American figure,
. " the sea-going Leatherstofking named Long
- Tom Coffin--the hunter as havrpooneer--
: but Tom's last name, though famous in
Nantucket annal%, dooms him to a watery’

" grave, and the'main story line concerns
the adventures of young American officers
who are in love with ladies that réside
.on England's soil.” The plain fact re-

,
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. sonian persuasion.

mains that though Cooper cldimed h2 began
to write sea romances to correct Scott's
ignorance in maritime matters, he was

able to find on shipboa-d what Scott found

., 2shore, not the ruins of ancient age but

the demarcations of rank. Herman Melville
noted in White-Jacket; Or,.the World in

a Man of War, a novel based on his ex-
periences aboard the U.S.S. United States,
that a sailor who had cast his vote in
1840 for William Henry Harrison was flog-

L
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ged through the fldet soon after, sug-
gesting tnat whatever the freedoms en-
joyed by the other citizens of the United
States, the men who protected them aboard
the ship of that name might as well be
serving in Great Britain's fleet. That
was not Cooper's emphasis, but it does
put a blade te his point, for the.Revo-
lution in which so many sailors died af-
fected few changes in the lives of those
who were still afloat, the autocratic
systemsoft rank and privilege being pre-
served entirely by both the Navy and the
Merchant Marine.

In 1840 Fenimore Cooper himself mos+
certainly did not vote for Tippecanoe
and Tyler too, being a Democrat of Jeffer-
But he was never a

Jacksonian lover of the common man, and
whenever his sailor heroes wear flowing
‘blouses, they are most Always young of-
ficers in disguise. Hav1ng been.a mid-
shipman and officer as well as_a landed
aristocrat and a student at Yale, Coop-.
er saw nothing wrong with the contrast
between life in the wardrocm and fore-
castle, and in the literary models pro-
vided by Byroa and Scott the heroes were
likewise either blue-blooded or to a
manor-house born, equivalents to Coop-
er's upper-crust salts in rank. It was,
moreover, what his readers expected, and
if the eponymoys hero of Red Rover is
George Gordon, Lond Byron, dressed up as
his own Ccrsair, so Poe's Arthur Gordon
Pym shares the poet's name even as he-
expresses a modish§Byronic angst, and his
narrative is strung out in‘a series of
Gothic tales in the manner of Blackwood's
Magazine.

°

As late as 1840, then, Great Britain
still ruled America's literary waves,
but Dana's Two Years Before the Mast
would seem to have changed all that.
Though a Boston Brahmin born and & grad-
uate of Harvard College, Richard Henry
Dana, Jumior was hi$ father in name only,
and vhile Dana Senior was content to imi-
tate in his quiet way EngliSh models--in
life as well as literature--his son
struck out on his own, making a clean
break with Boston, Byron and Buccaneers.
Where Cooper found the quarterdeck to'hi
liking, Dana shipped before the mast, de-
claring that

"We must come down from our heights,

and leave our straight paths for the .

biways-and low places of life, if we

would learn truths by strong contrasts;

and in our hovels, in forecastles, and

among our own outcasts in forneign

lands; see what has been wrought

among our fellow-creatures by acci-

L4




dent, hardship, or vice."

The ‘brig Pilgrim proved to be a hard ship
.literally, a veritable vessel of Puritan
adversity, but Dana's experience ~as hard-
ly unique. and his- single voice froi the
forecastlé soon rose to a swelling chorus
of bopks by other sailors who had been
inadequately "housed on the wild sea" and
suffered "wild usages" at the hands of
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the cruel caﬁfﬁins.“‘Evéh”Cooper-changed

* his tack-before literary winds, serving

as the amanuensis for a sailor named Ned
“Myers in 1843 ar.i in 1848 writing Jack
.. Tier, a book described by Thomas Phil-
brick as "a bitter rejectioﬁ of the ,
- idealized treatment of maritime life."

to the forécastle inspired by ‘the example
of Dana we should rior forget that Oliver

" 738t was published in 1838, that the
vogue for Scott's romances was being re-
placed in America "as in England by a pan-
demic rush to the realism of Charles
Dickens, whose works were pirated by
American literary Corsairs and Rovers a$ »
soon as they arrived on American merchant
ships. The sailor whose checkered ca-
reer (and tattooed body) inspired Dana's
apostrophe to the truths found in fore-
castles was George Marsh,.a Dickensian
child of misfortune, and an Englishman
besides. Even Tom Harris, Dana's ideal -
sailor, though a Jeffersonian “sel £-
taught man oi redl merit" and "a far
better sailo. and probably a better navi-
gator than the zaptain," was-born and
raised in.Great Britain al%o, being the
son of .the "skipper of a small coaster
from Bristol." Yet another English

- “shilor provides a physical counterpart

to the intelligent Harris, having a.

tchest as deep as it was wide, .an arm

like -that of Hercules, and a hand 'the

fist of a tar--every hair a rope yarn.'
. With all this," adds Dana,

21

But in considering this_sudden descent

"he had one of the pleasantest smiles |
I ever saw. His cheeks wexe of a
nandsome brown, his testh brilliantly
white, and his hair, ef a raven black,
waved.in loose curls all over his
head and fine, open forehead; apd

his eyes he might have sold to a
duchgss at the price of diamonds;

for their brilliancy. Take

him with his well-varnished black
tarpaulin, stuck upon the back of |
his head, his long locks coming

down almost into his eyes, his white

ot Bt
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duck trousers and shirt, blue ijacket,
and black kerchief, tied loosely . .

round his neck, and he was a fine
specimen of mauly beauty. . .
His captain said he¢ was o perfect
seanfan, and worth his weight in gold

¢« on bdard a wvessel, in fair weather’
#and in foul. . He ¢alled* him-

~ self Bill Jackson, and I knew cf no
one of all my accidental acquaintances
to whom 1 would more gladly give a
shake of the hand than to him. Who-
ever falls in with him w11l find a
handsome, hearty fellow, and 1 good
shipmate."
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in physical appearance Bill Jackson -
suggests a young nobleman in disguise,
reminding us that Dama's reading aboard
the Pilgrim and Alert was Bulwer-Lytton's
Paul Clifford and Scott's Woodstoeck, and
that Dana himself remained throughout his
cruise a sea-lawyer in drag, a sailor in
habit but never a habitual sailor. Like
Irving something of a tourist, Dana es-
tablished -the maritime mask for literary
sailors thenceforth, the chief of whom
was Hermin Melville, who Ishmael is a
veritable Waverly of wavering points of
view.  As Dana's unfortunate George Marsh’
prefigures Harry Bolton of Redburn, as;
Tom Harris looks fqrward to that apotho-
tic British tar, Jack Chase, Captain of
the foretop. in White Jacket; so Bill
Jackson would be resurrected more than a
half-century later as the Jacksomial Man
himself, Billy Budd, a handsome enough
sailor surely but as an American Adam
having an English berth. Moreover, as’
the sailor named Jackson in Redburn tes-
tifies, Melville himself had imperfect
Jacksonian sympathies, and though he
sounded a democratic note in White-Jae:
ket, thé heroic captain of the Pequod
has a mightily piratical, look and a
Carlylean sound as well, Melville's
“ ‘Ahab being but Cooper's Red Rover in

metaphysical clothes, as a rebel taking

something also from Roderick Dhu.

r
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Ahab goes down with
whale, but he surfaces
Nemo by century's end, given an under-
water vehicle by Jules Verne--who made a
specialty of rescuing lost American
heroes. And when th¢ ocean's depths no

. longer held out romantic possibilities®as
a symbol of the unknown, a decline com-
pleted when a real Nautilus set out from
the old whaling port of New London, Con-
necticut, the submarine became a move
stately mansion in the sky, heading for
a dgme more vast and leaving its outgrown

his ship and his
.again as Captain

O
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! shell by life's uiresting sea. Captain captains courageous and speak the King's Marse Roberts, killed defending the1r
‘ Nemo is now Leonard Nimoy, sentenced English still. right to serve in de Wah. If.Great’
i forever to his nightly trek through the - Britain is shrinking, perhaps it is be-
i stars, playing a Martian with the ears As for more recent maritime fict °u cause America has’ absorbed her, like
- of Hawthorne's marvelous faun. In the there is Mr. Roberts, in which anoth.r the eaglet the yolk of its egg, the
‘War between the Worlds,. as in the First young Jeffersonian officer sets his cap child’ of the imperial womb becoming
land Second World Wars, the British con- against a tyrannical captain, Henry Empire itself at the last. If this is
’nectlon still holds, though England her- Fonda assuming the burden of Clark Gable's so, then it is in our sea iterature that
self shows signs of sinking like Verne' s, Mr. Christian. Authority may, as in the metamorphosis may be mapped, the
.mysterious island beneath the sea. Thos¢ The Caine Mutiny, assume objectionable American Neptune” emerging out of the
voices that came back from the moon forms, but revolt:seldom leaves Officer's rocking cradle of which, Waltemw Whitman
spoke with nasal resonances and slang Country, as sailors are limted to swarm sang, as Captatin John Smith wading ashore
of midland America, but on fictional on parts at the end, where they appear through the foam, like General MacArthur
&paceships as aboard Cooper's dark, in the guise of grateful peasants, shedd- an amphibious hero bearing the.name of
dangerous hulls, the heroes are all ~ ing tears over the sad but noble fate of a chivalrous k1ng .
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T : . BY JOHN CLARK PRATT

J A1l art depends; we know, upon meta-
LI )
-t phor--the intellectual and emotional
. ‘ T . . equals-sign that distinguishes an artis-
Lo . tic creation from that thing or action,
- : o ll r]j . its referent, which.the work of art re-
: Nelt er ea. flects, stands for, or transcends. Ag
oL ; metaphoric’ referents, earth, water, air,

~ nor Comfort?able Advice: and fire pervade the world's literature,

e . R .. _ and oge of‘theSe pr1ma1 elements, wa;er,
) provides in its most imprgssive manifes-
lhe Elements ln theramre tation, the sea, the sug‘;ect for this *
o T Y conference and the papers which follow.
. . - s
That the sea predominatcs as élemental
subJect and referent in literature is.ob-
AT U&FW - vious; but the search to discover how and
& M . why it does so becomes” almost -as lengthy -
- and labyrinthine a journey as that of
) ' Odysseus, whose voyage over the seds as
’ the Greeks knew them provided a foil ‘for
. all sea-epics which followed: It is not
enough merely to say, as of Everest, that .
: the sea is "there'; thus I think that only
o by considering the sea in relation to the
other historic elements can we appreciate
how the world's writers have seen and .
used the sea in their art.

L L g e

AN

- - Of the four elements, fire is thq
: ) .. least interesting in literature simply -
! . - because its appeaxance is przmar11y ad-'
- . jectival. Although to John Donne in
) . . 1611, Galileo and the new philosophy so -
) o ) called "all in doubt' that "The element
' ’ . of fire [was] quite put out," fire's
‘ literary use-was not really affected.
- iy Poets have pladed little emphas1s ‘on
' this primal element before or since
. . Dofhe's "First Anniversary' except to
represent heat, to signify the damna-
- v tions of an 1mag1ned hell, or to trump-
. 3 . et the end of the world. The word “fire"
‘ . . ‘ . t o arp°ar4 often in literature, but’ almost
& . . . nover is it jnvested with any propertieés
) »r netaphoric qualities that are not
- sxmpi:j;éc d1rect and of course,,
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- consum;ng and qy1te warm.

Earth however, espec1a11y 1 its
appearance as “land"--or the land--is
y another ‘matter. Most .obviously the
place on which people live and where
things happen.in fiction and poettry, the
-éarth also has been personified, vyliM
f1ed worsh1ped and ysed symbolically.
Dntll the gods were moved from Olympus,
the earth delimited all imagined and real
human or divine beings, with the exist-
énce of Hlades and the home of the im-
mortals made believable only because of
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myth. and theke.physical inaccessibility
to-man. Traditionally, :well-known parts
of the earth's surface produce .neither
fear nor fable; it has been mainly the
qunknown and the untravelled areas which
thave affected the poetic imagination.

« Consider these geographic locatidns, for

.

>

__ican west; the réHi

Jdnstance, in their historic and meta-
phorlc context: the Indies; the New s
World; Atlant1s, Araby; Cleoratia‘s
Egypt; the American Front;er, Byzantium;
the "north country" of Chaucer anrd the
Beowulf poet; and the,Enchanted Isles--
land areas which have been invested with
mythic significance because of the imagi-
nation and the ignorance of man.

When discovered and ‘known, land is
used differently to provile a place fos
the actions of human beings: the Russian
steppes; the prairies of the North Amer-
ing hills Of_ Appomatox
and Shiloh; the deserts of the Middl:
Fast; the',ungles of Asia, Africa, and
South America; andt‘the snowy northern
wastes. Rarely, however, even in such
classics as War and e, Giants in the
Eaqrth, or The Grapee of Wrath does the
land, sometimes presenting apparently
impassablé’obstacles, seem {o be more
than massive. locus where things happen.
Orf?land, himan ant@gon1sts clash--and
prevall or fail in the face of earth's

~

o ,

overwhelming, static presence. One
should note, I think, that it is rarely
the Zand which is the antagonist: hu-
_mans die from cold, ice, fire, or heat--
none of which causes are of the earth
itself. . To nite some ,ddjectives uséd

in poetry and fiction; the land "abideth
forever,"; it is "good? "'firm and
stable," or (to MacBeth) "sure and firm
set." Personified, the earth can be
"niggard" or Ygentle™; it i: observed
"listening"; or it can become “1ﬁary"

s : >
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and "lonely" and of course '"dry, thirsty,
.and parched." Often it is "barren,” an,
adjective interestingly hardly ever used
for the sea, and it can be "deep-delved,"
but the majority of writers agree with
William Blake that ultimately, the land
is and should be '"green and pleasant."1
Whether seen in masculine or feminine
terms, the land consistently represents
stability in opposition to the transi-
tory or fluctuating nature of every-
thing else on earth.

As an example of this stability, con-
sider the fleeting temporality of the
following prepositional objects whicn
have been used with the phrase 'land of

"
.
L

. . "1 eotton -- broken hearts” -- dark-

ness -- ferocious heroes -- heant's de-
sire —- lost edntent -- my d~zams --
pure delight -- pilgrims' pride -- .

thought.

That all these concepts will

pass,but the elemental earth will re-
main is implied by each of these and
many other similar phrases linked with

the word "land."

Of course, things of the
always been the subject for

poems, plays, and fictions.-

advocated holding *a mirror

earth have
countless

Aristotle

up to Na-

ture,” a phrase the English Romantics

. appropriated and misunderstood in their

minute examination of the English count-
ryside. By the early nineteenth cen-
tury, the poets' love of the picturesque
had given way to their awe.of the vast,
the wild, the untamed in nature, and
this attitude was soon transported to
the New World to become part of Turner's
frontier thesis about the formation of
American character. Finally mapped and
abserved by at least somebody, our earth
has now been relegated to a blasting off
place for much of twentleth,century sci-
ence fiction.
‘ ‘-

Nevertheless, the use of the land/
earth in creative literature does have
a common basis: this element is sup-’
portive (literally and figuratively) and
ahove all, stable. The land represents ~
so lething one can feel, taste, touch,
heft, sleep on, or.rést in. The land
can provide shelter from each or all
of the other elements; it is the creator
of nations and nationalities, even .
though, as to the soldier in Hamlet,
wars seem often fought '"to gain a lit-
tle patch of ground,/ That hath in it
no profit but the name" (IV, iv). De-

. spite what we do to it or on it, for

most writers, the earth endures forever.
"What we call real estate,' says Clif-
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ford in The House of the Seven Gables,
"the solid ground to buila a house -on--
is the broad foundation on which nearly
*all the guilt of the world rests.” ‘
(Ch. XVII) - .

Attitudes toward the air in litera-
* ture are quite different, made so I
suspect not only by the nature of the
element but also in this century by the
mere fact of manned flight. Although

nmade by pre-Kitty Hawk writers between
Air, Sky, and Heavens, it was the usual
custom .to treat similarly in creative
literature all aspects of that element
_which was neither land, sea, or fire.
Technically, air was what man breathed,
but phrases such as "of the air," "the
airy Heavens," and “tgods that wanton in
the air" are metaphoric, not scientific.
The tropopause, as we now Kknow ity did
not exist: what counted was the sense
of distance created by the‘use of these
; phrases. B

Obviously, no poet or writer of fic-
tion had actually experienced prolonged,
sustained flight before the beginning of
the 20th Century, but all had looked up.
Unlike those for the earth and sea, how-
ever; the words they used’to describe
the sky understandably derived primarily
from, their sense of sight. Here a¥e a
few: the sky was, equal -- pearl-gray --
milky -- ethereal -- clear -- empty --
eternal -- starry -- benign -- wide --
wind-swept. Groundlings all, they af-
forded only the breathable air any human
qualities: to Hamlet, the air "bites
shrewdly"; to Banquo it is 'delicate';

R
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to Thomas Gray's Bard, the air is "troub-,

ed." Other artists, both before and

after the realify of flight, see air as
v "keen,'! "delicious," "homeless," "li-

beral," "llv;ng " and the mainstay of

most c11ches, "free." Not until artists
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one can usually see some distinctions .

‘deed seems fluid, fickle, intangible,

(9

began themselves to participate in
aerial flight (William Faulkner, in-
terestingly, was among the first) did the
artistic percept;on of this third element mary buyers of books. And they buy few
begin appreciably to- change--and with books about flight. *Antoine de ‘St. Exu-
this change arose what 13¢ finitely péry, Anne Morrow Lindbergh, Richard———
perplexing.problem: e\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\Bach Giro (pseudonym), Randall Jarrell,
and other pilot/poets of distinction -
This problem is well stated by Charles nhang;E extremely select appeal because
Lindbergh: . th age ‘they use is not in the com-
‘ mon vocabulzry. Such words as piteh,
airfoil, immelman, split-S, G-force,
mach, true a;rspeed dive, pzckle, and
life? Aviation combined all the ele- prang are not only technical or slang
ments 1 loved. I began to feel . expressions of the pilot's experience " -_
) - but they are also much of the experience
- itself. As such, these words have mean-

ing primarily to those who have learned
Wﬁa«é ofhar cloment. creaties

the specialized language by participa-
authors as docs the sea?

is neither earth, water, or fire can be
experienced only vicariously by ground-
lings who are, I must add, also the pri-

“

I'4
Science, freedcim, beauty, adven-
ture: what more could you ask of

tion. Non-pilots know only how to watch
seagulls (and I do not mean to present
a pejorative implication)} hence Richaxd

. Bach's worst creation has received the

. ) . greatest public acclaim. °

_ As do the land.and the sea, the air/.
sky provides an opportunity in contemp-
orary literature to present a microcosm;
like the Pequod or Thor Heyerdahl's

reed boat, an aircraft can contain
either a grOup or an individual study

of struggle. Unfortunately for last-
ing art, -however, such popular novels

as The Hzgh and the Mighty and Airport
could just as well take place (and in-
deed have taken place) upon a railroad
train or a ship; and serious attempts °
such as those of Muriel Rukeyser and
Randall Jarrell perhaps fall'not on deaf
but understandably ignorant ears. Says
Rukeyser in "The Structure of the
Plane':

, that I lived on a higher plane than
the skeptics of the ground; one that
was richer because of its very-asso-
ciation with the element of dangér
they dreaded, because it was freer of
the earth to which they were bound.
In flying, 1 tasted a wine of the
gods of which they could know nothing.
(italics mlne)‘ .

This attitude, held by most pilots until
the present day, obstructs the transmis-
sion of experiencé through art--with

the result that much of the literature’
of flight creates empathy only in the
slowly growing numbers of readers who do
fty or have flown, not only in the cabin
but preferably at the controls. To
people of the days before manned flight
and to most readers today, the sky in-

FLY and the footbeat of that drum
. may, not be contradicted
must be mine

and unforgiving--but this ele, ent which must be made ours, say the brothers

» ‘ " 20

15

v
\v




e

.
B

VGBS XA N

'

Vg e g e

: E

-

.

Wright together '
although the general public had
been invited few dared a cold
December

in order 'to see another plane not

fly.3

.

Noble senflments, good insight; but
poetry often satisfiés neither those
who do fly nor those who watch to sece
planes suddenly not fly. A sample of
my own verse also.oxemplifies the prob-
lem, Describing an aspect of the Viet-
nam war, a poet in my novel The. Laotian
Fragments writes that although most
modern pilots have become "aireondi-
tioned,"

There are still a few who strap intg
small birds,
Call "Clear," cough from backfire

smcke,

Groan off the ground and shudder sky-
_ward,

Bombs rigged w1th baling wire and
. wood blocks, R

Hangifg upon a prop.4

Pilots have told me they really dig this
stanza--no non-flyer has ever noted it.

Used in conjunction with other ele-
ments, -the air/sky can be presented at
its destructive and uncaring best; but
the bi-elenental tornado, cyclone, or
hurricane when seen in literature does
not seem to connote the massiveness of
an earthquake, a flood, or a tidal wave,
each of which appears as an extreme
manifestation of a single element which
man can neither understand nor quite
control.

Of the four elements, it is water
which has prevailed in man's imagina-
tion. From Steinbeck's vi... of the
tide ponl as microcosm of all life to

16. ,30 ‘ .-

~

sented all things to all artists.

s N i P
the immensity and fecundity of Melville's
whale-spawning ocean, the sea has repre-
The
sea is life-giving and life-taking, yet
because it is at once a clear, harmless
fluid, it can be physiologically sensed
by anyone. Perhaps feeling, though

not understanding his origins, batra-
chian man has composed The Odyssey, the
Tales of Sinbad, stories of Columbus,

The Tempest, Robinson Crusoe, and hun-
dreds of other novels, stories, and

poems which depend upon and derive from
the sea. Whdt other element creates

’

authors as does the sea? Melville,
Cooper, Conrad, Dana--and lessei writers
such as C. S. Forester, Jules Verne,
Kenneth Roberts, and Nicholas.Monsarrat,
to.name but a few, are known in great
part as "sea writers." “ .

Not only titles bt characters have
been spawned by the sea: Odysseus,
Jonah, the Ancient Mariner, Captain
Bligh, Captain Ahab, Captain Nemo, Cap-
tain Queeg--there are a lot of captains,
aren't there? The sea has been a creat-
or of heroes, of figures larger than
life whose command and control of lesser

‘mortals in the microcosm$ of their ships

have given rise to the finest of ‘fic-
tions.

y

In all writing of the sea and its
people, certain attributes predeminate.
All things to all men, the sea has teen
described in the following terms: age- ;
less -- gilent -- eternal -- gilver -- ;
inviolate -- wrinkled -- boundless -- ‘
everlasting -- <mmortal -- unsgilable -- .
lapsing -- unsounded -- rough -- un- :
resting --.monotonous -- dangerous -- )
perfumed -- engulfing -- open -- shore- .
less -- labouring -- and of course,
eruel. Similar in their descriptive
quality to the words associated with the
land, these adjectives show only part
of the attention given to the sea. ‘Most -
interesting, I think, are the personi-
fications which attest to the human
qualities of this element. Much more
often than doeg air’or land the sea
“whispers." It is "lonely," "rude,"
'‘desperate,' "triumphant," "1nd1fferent,"
“"murmuring,' "faithless," and over and
over again, 'cruel." The sea can grow ,
either "stormy" or "civil ' and, as in

-

white, when rocks are near." (V, v1).
With these and other human attributes,
the sea can generate a power, often
personified as intentional, against which
no human being can prevail. Unlike the
vastness of space which can cause death
mzinly as a result of man's ignorance,
the sea, “impassioned and powerful, can
willfully destroy.

More than the other elements, the o
sea seems to have symbolized power and
force to most writers, perhaps because
the sea can be eifther masculine, feminine,
or neuter, depending upon language, mood,
ind the perception of the poet. If the

_concept of Mother Earth found gymnastic

fruition in Joyce Kilmer's "tree whose

hungry mouth is prest / Against the

earth's sweet flowing breast," the ma-

ternal nature of the fea has cer ainly

pre?ominated as well. But it has not
t
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. always done so.
and Swinburne, for instance, can refer
conventionally to the "bosom of the sea"
and the "great sweet mother,/ Mother and,

?::r——ﬁ—-definable surfacean

+
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Even though Shakespeare

lover of men," a few disagree. Accord-

ing to one minor author,

The sea has always been a seducer,
a careless lying fellow, not femi-
nine, as many writers imagine, but
strongly masculine in its allurement.
The king of the sea, with his whisk-
ers of weed and his trident of dol®
phins, fruly represents the main and
gives it character. The sea, like a
great sultan, supports thousands of
ships, his lawful wives. These he
caresses and chastises as the case
may be. This explains the fempinine
gender of all proper vessels.

Perhaps, after all, the reasons for the
sea's appeal are rather basic: first,
the sea is three-dimélisional, with a

b -boundaries, yet _ .
it possesses unplumbe?”depths; second, -
the sea with its varied moods can be
presented better in human terms than
any of the other elements, and, like
living beings, also comes in all shapes
and sizes; third, the feeling of the
sea can be experienced in some form by
anyone--indeed, even a conch shell held
ta the ear provides the sound, and, some
say, tle sea's windrush; and last, part-
icularly relevant in our technological
age, there are times when all man's ex-
‘pertise cannot prevail against the dyna-
mism of the sea. No other element, I
think, has presented and still presents
such a challenge.

What becomes most interesting, I
think, is the way elements are meta-
phirically fused by many writers. To
Gerard Manly Hopkins, the air is matern-
al, but in it, man becomes an island,

Y

-

as in the ocean. Hopkins addresses this
element as follows:. "World-mothering
air, air wild,/ Wound with thee, in thee
isled/ Fold home, fast fold thy child."
To Shelley, a cloud is "the daughter of
Earth and Water,/ And the nursling of
the sky." Tennydon in "Locksley Hall"
envisions that not only would the''heav-
ens fill with commerce, argosies of
magic sails" but that there would be also
"Pilots.of the purple twilight, dropping
down with costly bales." Sadly, he also

tion for the writers of the world, but
we still wait, I think, for the novelist,
poet or filmmaker {a drama, I believe,

is improbable) to provide,us with truly
great literature of the air to match that
of the land and sea. "The poetry of
earth is never dead," said Keats'in his
sonnet "On the Grasshopper and the Crick-
et'"--a truism which deserves no argu-
ment. Neither will the "poetry" of the
sea ever die. So far, however, the fact
of flight seems to have produced not
literature about the sky itself, .but
works which enable their authors to
comment on the earth or sea below. Per-
haps no ore has yet really been able to
follow Wolfgang Langewiesche's instruc-’
tion to '"let go of his nervous hold on
the ground and abandon himsgjf to the
air"--to think of himself "pot as a part
of the landscape, but as part of the
wind that blows across it"0--and then to
write about the air/sky in language
which non-flyers can really understand.
To do so may be an impossible task,

foresaw '"'the nations' airy navies grap-
pling. in the central-blue:" (1.119f.)
Even T. S. Eliot uses a combinative met-
aphor in "Ash-Wednesday," describing how
"The white sails still fly seaward, sea-
ward flying,/ Unbroken wings." (VI, 11.
9-10) Of all the juxtaposed thoughts,
perhaps my favorite is the axiom usually
seen framed in ready rooms of pilot
¢raining squadrons. It reads, "Gentle-
men: do not forget that the sky, like
the sea, is not inherently dangerous--
but like the waters below, it is terri-
bly unforgiving of carelessness, stu-
pidity or neglect." ‘

1 am certain that the land, air, and
sea will continue to provide inspira-

ey Al S L

given the emotionally participatoryna-
ture of fictive and poetic metaphor.

1 doubt, then, if the medium cf .
flight will evgr tecome to readers what
the sea has been and will, I suspect,
continue to be. The technology which
gave birth to flight suppresses meta- =
phor, the essence of all art. Radar,”
for instance, is nor-experiential. It
can oniy be understond--and for a poet/
pilot to speculate or take notes upon
the meaning of a radar landing approach
in weather during the act of doing so
could‘well be fatal. Recollecting.in
tranquillity, only a few haye succeeded.
St Exupery, Malraux, and Randall Jarrell
come to mind, as-does Richard Bach, de-
spite Jonathan Living.:ton Seagull. Lis-
ter to Bach's description of a jet fight-
er entering a thunderstorm:

+
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Flash to the left, alter course 19
degrees right. tiash behind the -
right wing, forget about it. Flash-
FLASH directly’brilliantly ahead and
the instrument panelcgoes feature-
less and white. There is no dodging
this one. . . :

The storm, in quick sudden hard
cold fury, grips my airplane in its
jaws.and shakes it "as a furious ter-
rier shakes a rat. . Right glove is
tight 'on the stick. Instrument panel,
shock-mounted, slams into blur. The
tin horizon whips from instant 30-
degree left bank to an instant 60-
degree right bank. That is not pos-
'sible. A storm is only air.

Left glove, throttle full forward.
My airplane, i slow motion, yaws
dully to the left. Raght rudder,
hard. Like a crash landing on a
deep-rutted rock trail. Yaw to the
right. My airplane has been
drugged, she will not respond.
cious left rudder®

Vi-

I hear the airplane shaking. I
cannot hear the engine. Stick and

rudders are useless moving pieces of.

metal. I cannot control my airplane.
But throttle, I need the throttle.
What is wrong?

Ice. The intake vanes are icing,
and the engine is not getting air. I
see intake clogged in grey ice. Flash
and FLASH the bnlt is a brilliant
snake of incandescent noon-white sun
in the dark. I cannot see . . the
windscreen is caked with grey ice and
bright blue fire. I have never seen
the fire so brightly blue. My wings
are gh%te. I am hcavy with ice and I

18
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am falling.and the worst part of a
thunderstorm is at the lowest alti-
tudes.

o

The storm is a wild horse of 'the .

desert that has suddenly discqvered

2 monster on its back. It is in a
frenzy to rid. itself of me and it
strikes with shocks so fast they can-
not be seen. I am a Kknight™
smashed from his square and thrown

to the side of his chessboard.?

Suddenly, 'the terrier flings the rat
free'" and '"the air is instantly smooth,
and soft as layered smoke." "The pilot
has passed through the storm. The night
is now serene.

* One should néte, T think, Bach's use
of juxtaposed metaphor in this passage.
His referents are o% the earth and sea,
those elements which every person knows.
Terriers and rats, deep-rutted trails,
ice, wild horses, the hurricane, even
the game of chess--these we can experi-
ence, share, and perhaps even unders’and.
Having flown through thunderstorms my-
self, I can also commend the accuracy
of Bach's prose.

Few writers about flight succeed so
well; therefore, I su$pect that the land
and sea, especially the sea, will con-
tinue to predominate as subject and
metaphor in literature. Because of our
human limitations, most people cannot
fly and write as Bach has done, but at
least we can try to emulate John Keats,
who best for me epitomizes the artist's
attitude toward and hic use of any ele-
ment in art. For his long poem Endymion,
Keats claimed, "I leaped headlong into
the Sea, and thereby have become better
acquainted with the Soundings, the
quicksaids, & the rocks, than if I had
stayed upon the green shore, and piped

a silly gipe, and took téa & comfortable
advice." . )
How other human beings,: scientists

as well as writers, have lept literally
and figuratively "headlong into the sea" "’
is the subject of the papers which: fol-
low. This essay has been one means-of
launching forth.

A}

»

lRather than attempt to document .each
appearance of these words, I refer the
interested reader to any large dictionary
of quotations such as Bartlett's or
Seldes'. -

27he Spirit of St. Louis, New York:
Charles Scribner's Sons (1953) pp.
261-2. .

3Rpt. in The Poetry of Flight, ed. Seld-
en Rodman, New York: Duell, Sloan and
Pearce (1941) p. 97. B

dNew York£
pp. 117-8.

The Viking Press (1974)

°Felix Riesenberg, Vignettes of the Sea.
Quoted in Johkn Bartlett, Fumiliar Juo-
tations (1953) p. 904.

OQuoted in The Poetry of Flight, p. vi.

TStranger to ihe Ground New York:
Harper & Row (1963) pp. 151-3.

SLetter to James ‘ugustus Hessey, Octo-
ber 9, 1818.
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BY JOEL W. HEDGPETH

While scientists refer to the pub-
lished material concerning their disci-
pline as "theMiterature", this does not
riecessarily mean "literature" in the .

" sense of having a dimension beyond: the

immediate meaning. Some of the writings
of scientists about their subject is also.
literature-in this highér sense, inter- ,
esting reading for its own sake, as yell’
as for the facts being elucidated or the
theories expounded. o -
o

. The first great figure of science in
our Western tradition is of course Aris-
totle, but we cannot be sure whether he
was as great a writer as he was a scden-
tist or philosopher, becausé it appéars
that much of whdt is attributqd to
Aristotle is based on lecture notes by
his students. iost professors would
.feel vety uncomfortable if they sus-
peeted that their reputation for all

time might besbased on notes taken by
their students, ‘and while that may be -
the case with Aristotle, nevertheless
some things come through so loud and
clear that they cannot but have been
written by a superior mind, or careful-
ly taken down for the record. To Aris-
totle, all nature was marvelous and
beautiful, and worthy of study, as tes-

tifiéd by that famous passage,in the .
Fifth part of De Partibus Animaliwm:
v . . for though there are anim~ls

which have nc attractiveness for the
senses, yet for the eye of science, for
the student wha is naturilly of a philo-
sophic spirit arnd can discern the causes
of things, Nature which fashioned them
provides joys which cannot be measured

. . . in all natural things there is .
somewhat of the marvellous.' One should
study the thing as a whole, and ot the
parts separate from the whole, and, above
all: ". in the works of Nature, nur-

-
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pose -or. end for the sake of which these
wcrks -have been constructed or formed has
its. place among\wbat is beautiful." Yet,
as. Am.stotlel to thg we owe the essence
-0f ‘the 'scientific approach to nature,
sa1d°' "But the facts h5VQ\not yet been
fully ascertalned and if at any future
time they_are ascertained, then credence .
must ‘be given.to the direct evidence of
the senses rather than to theories--and
to theories too, provided that the re-

: sults which they show agree with what is
observed™™ There has not been a better
statgment of the scientific method.

The_biological writings of Aristotle
are heavily flavored with descriptions
and accounts of animals.of, the sea; in
a real sense, the observation and writ-
ing about the life of the sea began with
"Aristotle. We do not find similar empha-
sis in literature for several hundred
years. until we come to the Halieutica -

sccond century A. D, We do not know
anything about Oppian, and probably he
was not a scientist in the sense of
Aristotle, but if anything an economic
biblogist, and insofar as the Halieutica
is concerned, a fisheries biologist. It
is in this writing of Oppian that we find
the first expression.of the concern for
the comparative productivity of the sea
and the land that is one of the maJor
concerns of the Sea Grant program in
these days: <. :
But, since the sea is infinite and
of unmeasured depth, many things are
hidden, and of,these dark things none
that is mortal can tell; for small
are the understanding and the strength
of men. The briny sea feeds not, I
ween, fewer herds nor lesser tribes
thar earth, mother of many. But
whether the tale of offspring be
debatable between them both, or wheth-

.

of Oppian, written apparently during the .

er one excels the other, the gods_ know
certainly, but we must maké our rec-
koning by human wits.

e

° . (Halieutica, I, 88-92.) -

Unfortunately, Oppian has never been
adequately translated, into English at
least, as poetry, except for the usually
meticulous Loeb Classics prose version
by A. W. Mair of 1928. . The translation
nf the Halieutica begun by the unfortu-
nate minor poet, William Diaper (who
died in 1717) and completed by John Jones

@mmuf smsc, HM/ 06.‘63’1’
and wiiki L the lify
- MWA%AVM

thé sea.

and published in 1722, was, in thé tradi-
tion of the day, padded with-extraneous
matter by the translator as well 4s be-
ing wildly inaccurate. Oppian did not.
say, as Diaper did, that we must not
speculate ppon the limits of production
in the sea. Yet, William Diaper is
worth consideration for a modest place
in the llterature of the sea because

ae invented the marine coungerpart of
the then fashionable pastoral, the
Nereides or "sea-eclogues", delightful
concoctions of fancy and fact, of

juicy oysters and luscious prawns and
oddities from an imaginary sea:

>

~
While hoary Phoreys sat on floating
- Weed, .
And slowly drove Rh' unwilling herd
to feed.

[

-

. William Julius Mickle, who added lpengthy

Attend, ye Fish, and all around me
throng,

While I repeat the Nymph's alteraate #
Song. ° ; N
. It would be pleasant to dwell more up- //

on Dlaper s odd conceits, and the even :

more delightful and similar extrava- .-
gances of Erasmus Darwin, a generation

later, but we are in danger of bypass-

ing our essential theme. Whatever

sources Diaper used, they were ndt scien-

tific and often not even very good na-

tural history, and his attempt to lead

English literature into pastoral excur-

sions among sea weeds and tidal flats

came to naught-

The greatest poet of the sea was a
sailor, a keen observer, especially of ’
meteorological phenomena and a créator
of myth in his own right: Luis Vaz de . *
Camoes (Camoens). He sailed in the wake T
of Vasco da Gama to India and during his
aqventures wrote the Lustads, which was
published in 1572, when Shakespeare was
eight years old. Again, alas, we have-
no adequate English’translation; few
poets of talent. haye attempted to trans-
late the Iusiads, and Camoens has r#
mained a poet to be sought out. Mel-
ville knew Camoens well, albeit frgm the
often wildly inaccurate translatiop by

-

passages of his own invention her
there, 'so much-so that Dr. .Johnson knew
him as “the most unfaithful of al
translators“ Indeed, an entire §

to please himself. Be all this
may, Mickle's defense of Camoens

ly convinced Melville that he wa$ a
kindred spirit of Camoens (as infleed he
was).

-
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to sea to study its nhenomena and write
about their observations. This to me is
a glear challenge tu the learned men of
Camoens' day to go forth and observe the
L . . » -
sea, which they did not do for exactly

three hundred years after the fusiads:

[
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Se os antigos Filésoqu, que andaram
Tantas terras, por ver segredos delas,
As maravilhas que eu passei, passaxam,
o A tao diversos ventos dando as velas, -
i < Que grandes escrituras que deixaram!,

’ Que influic%o de sinos e de estrelas!
Que estranhezas, que grandes
qualidades! .,
E'tudo sem mentir, puras verdades!
% ¢ - ¢

¥ ; ) Lusiads, V. 23.

SIS e frve

X

If old Philosophers, who travelled

’ through - o

3 So many lands, her secrets out to :

: Had viewed the miracles which I did

view,

v Had sailed with so many winds as I,

' What ‘writings had they left behind?

What new, '

Both'stars and signs, bequeathed to

us! ’ )

What strong influxes! What hid

qualities!

¢ And "all pure truths, without allay
of lies!

(Richard Fanshawe, 1655.)

The Lusiads was publfshey in 1572,
and it was in 1872 that the Challenger
set sail with a load of philosophers to

so abundantly demonstrated, *Coleridge
ransacked the travel and seientific-1it-
erature of his day and from this omni-
vorous habit of reading, and of going
back to the sources oﬁ&éﬁe authors that
he read, the{j came by“%he alchemy of

’

L
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his mind, apparently without deliberate
intent (at least at the beginning), our
greatest English poem of the sea. The
first version was written before Cole-
ridge had ever sailed on the sea, which
is indication encugh of the influence of
science on literature, including to some
extent even the delightfully didactic
verse of Dr. Erasmus Darwin. Coleridge,
who met Dr. Darwin and later decided that
his verse was nauseating, yet neverthe-
less commented in his notebnok, "it ar-
rests the attention too often". A3 in-
deed it does; although it concerns thé
sea and its life only incidentally, -thc o
are such deathless passages as:

Admiring Tritons sound their twisted
shells;
Charm'd o'er the car pursuing Cupid's

. :' PR .- . e ~
o [} - i /
Y . LN . . :
. 4
But to get back to Camoens himself. study the phenomena of the sea. in a voy- -sweep, ‘. N

After describing the -action of the water- age of circumpavigation. By tHat timé,’ * Their snow-white pinions twinkling in
spout in vivid and accurate detail in the however, there was a much more direct’ the deep;‘ .
Fifth Canto, Camoens invites his learned relation between the study 6f the cred~-'  ."And, as the lustre of her eye she
contemporaries to write of these marvel- tures of the sea and lLjterature, demon- | turns, - :
-Tous secréts of nature and, in the fol- strated, first by Coleridge's "Ancient ° . Soft sighs the Gale, and amorous
lowing ‘'stanza, how wonderful it would Mariner" and later by the flowering of | Ocean” burns. *
have been had ancient philosophers gone Jeashore books. As Jeha kiyingston ques' 2, .

° i

s (The'Botaﬁic\Garden.)*

Up to the time of Coleridge, knowledge
of. the sea came from mariners and travel-
lers} whether they wrote as adventurers
about’ their travels and experiences, or
as poets committing:themselves to verse.

, It was a contemporary of Coleridge, only

seven years his junior, who was in the
vanguard of the“critical, observing
natdralists who brought their knowledge
of the.sea to the reading table of both
scientist and ordinary reader. This was
0. Vaughan Thompson, of whom we-know lit-
tle, -other than that he was a medical
man Jike Erasmis~Barwip,, but unlike him
a cfiticai obsegver of nature in the¢ sea.
\Between 1828 and 1834, yhile Deputy In-
spector of Hospitals at Cork, ‘Thompson

published, at his own expense, a serie

of five memoirs concerning *nondeseript!
or imperfectly known animals'". All of
these five memoirs are basic contribu-
tions to marine biology, on such matters
as the life cycles of crabs and barn-
acles, of the nature of crinoids and
bryozoa. Each’one would be considered
an adequate basis for a doctoral thesis
in our time. In that memoir in which he
established the crustacean nature of
barnacles (some thought them to be re-
lated vaguelv to snails or clams in those

*Those eager to make, the  acquaintance of
Dr. Darwin's verse should be pleased to
know that both "The Botanic Garden'" and
"Temple of Nature" have been reprinted
by the Scolar Press (London).
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days), we find a remarkable statement of
the naturalist's approach:

"The facts about to be laid open”
in'regard to the Cirripedes are of ¢
so extraordipary and novel a nature,
that they would hardly gain credence
did they not proceed from some re-
sgectable source, or wer2 they not
placed within the power of every
Naturalist to satisfy himself of
their coyrectness without any re-
markable degree of trouble. They
were partly, like many other in-_
teresting discoveries, the résult of
chance rather than of design and in-
dustry, and were at the same time
accompanjed by so many interesting
circumstances as to render memorable
the day on which they first presehted
themselyes to the notice of the auth-
or. On that day, April 28, 1823,
devoted to the investigation of some
marine productions, he was returnidg

home without any addition to the stock

of knowledge, when casually throwing

out a small muslin towing net on

crossing the Ferry at Passage, such a

capture ofeminute animals was made as

furnished a treat which few can ever
expect to meet, and could hardly be
excelled for the variety, rarity, and
interesting nature of the animals
taken."

The spirit of friendly, leisurely
writing about life in the country and
the* every-day doings of birds, fishes,
insects and the passing vagaries of the
weather was introduced to English lit-
erature by Gilbert White's "Natural
History of Selborne", in 1789, and this
tradition of nature writing flourished
in England throughout most of the 19th
Century. As E. D. H. Johnson reminds us
in the introduction to his anthology,
"The Poetry of Earth" (1974), this kind
of writing’ avrose from the settled manner
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of life of the times And the unsophisti-
cated delight in the commonplace things
.of nature. The best known exponent of
this genre for the seashore was Philip
Henry Gosse, whose "Naturalist's Rambles
on the Devonshzre Coast" (1853) set a
standard for careful, original obser-
vation presented in a fresh and®direct
way. Immnensely jpopular in his own days,
and perhaps responsible (so hoth he and
his son Edmund thought) for some of the
destruction of that fauna of the shore
they so loved, Gosse deserves to be re-
vived in our own times. He set a stand-

Doty

.

~

ard for illustration by the aythor him-
self that has not often been equalled;
photography is such an easy and essen-
tially lazy way of illustration that

. too often we forget what we are really
looking at. He exemplifies the ideal
popularizer: an original researcher in
his own right, recognized by his peers
(he became F. R. S.), careful to state
the facts as he saw and understood them,
and he has stated his ca111ng well:

"If it should be objected that -
to treat of the facts which science
reveals to us, in any other manner
than that technical measured style,

N

N

.

which aims not at conveying any
pleasurable emotions beyond the mere
acquisition of knowledge, and is
therefore satisfied with being cold-
, ly correct - is to degrade science
below its proper dignity,- I would
modestly reply that I think otherwise.
That the increase of knowledge is in
itself a pleasure to a healthy mind
is surely true; but is there not in
our hearts a chord that thrills in
response to the beautiful, the joy-
ous, the perfect, in Nature? I aim
» to convey to my reader, to reflect,
as it were, the complacency which is
produced in my own mind by the con-
templation of the excellence im-
pressed on everything which God has
created." L ) ‘
Gosse, despite or perhaps because of
his devoutness, appealed to the spirit
of the years just before "The Origzin of
Species", but his extremely conservative
religious faith became the direct cause
of one of the great biographies in the
English language: "Father and Son', by
Edmund Gosse. It is a sad and moving
story of two divergent temperaments,
but of course it is only a coincidence
that this book is related in any way
to the study .of the sea. Interestingly
enough, thgqre seems to be only one other
book in English about a marine biologist,
and that is of course "Cannery Row" by
John Steinbeck, and that is a very dif-
ferent story indeed.

Gosse was essentially ar amateur as
he held no post in piology and supported
himself by his writings, although his
Jrofessional competence was acknowledged
by his contemporaries. A different kind
of amateur was the literary critic and
hilosopher, George Henry Lewes, best
remembered as the consort of George
L.liot. He also wrote a sea-side book,

-




) 'J strongly physiological in tone, but stud-
ded with purple passages rich in all the

. adjectives traditionally applied to the
sea. The most memorable passage in this
book, "Seaside Studies at Ilfracombe,
Tenby, etc." (1858) concerns the fasci-
nation of the seasy
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] "The fact is,

.. s Its fasc1nat1on, like all true fasci-

s nation, makes us reckless of conse--

o quences. The sea is like a woman:
she lures us, and we run madly after
her; she ill-uses us, and we adore
her; beautiful, capricious, tender,
and terrible! There is no satiety
in_this love; there never is satiety
n true affection. The sea is the
first thing which meets my eyes in
the morning, placidly sunning her-
self under my window; her many voices
beckoning me, her gently-heaving
breast alluring me, her face beam-
ing with unutterable delight. All
through the day I wanton with her;
and the last thing at night, I see
the long shimmering track of light ~°
from the distant beacon thrown

. across her tranquil surface - dark
now, and’ solemn, madé more desolate
by the dark and silent hulls of
anchored vessels, but beautiful
even in her sombre and forlorn con-
dition. I hear her mighty sighs
answering the wailing night-winds.
She lures me to he I cannot go
to bed."
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One cannot but worder what George
kliot thought ‘of this passage.

The influential "professional™
f1gure of the early 19th Century, the
government bureau man and later uni-
versity professor, was FEdward Forbes,
the Manxman. He obvioursly had a charis-
ma that swayed audiences at scientific
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the sea is a passion.’

‘second-hand book stores.

meetings and in no small meéasure he in-
fluenced the eventual authorization of
the Thallenger Expedition twenty years
after his death. But he also’wrote in -
a liyvely and refreshing style that was
welcomed by amateur and professional
alike. We find, in his posthumously
published "The Natural History of the
Buropean Seas® a sentiment many con-
temporary writers of scientific works
have either forgotten or never knownx

William ﬁaéa s the

@’W L,
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"In this age of volumes, a man had
aeeds offer a good -excuse before add-
in:;, a new book, even though it be A
small one, to the heap already accum-
ulated. He should either have some-
thing fresh to say, or be able to
tell that which is old in a new and
pleasanter way." (1859)

Alas, no one would now think of at-
tempting to write research monographs
pleasantly; the pleasing anecdotal style
of the early Victorian sea-side writers
is entombed in their dusty, shelf-worn,
volumes left stranded in libraries and
This stvle, as
far as writing about the sea is con-

cerned, began to wane after the heavy

barrage of facts in "The Origin of the
Spectee", and, apparently, it became
more Aappropriate to be severely factoal
and closely logical.. "As a result, such
a work as C. Wyv111e Thomson's "'The
Depths of the Sea" (1873) is more of
historical than literary interest, in
spite of its significance as an account
of the cvents before the Challenger
Expedition.

' Nor did the great experience of ‘the
Challenger Expedition itself. produce a
memorable journal. That ¢£ the natural-
ist H. N. Moseley is so detalled it is
dull, and in any event concerns mostly
the observations and experiences while
‘on shore leave, for more than 500 close-
ly printed pages. From the 1870's on.
and in fact until after the First World
War, the literature of the sea-side was
in its doldrums or lost among the horse
latitudes of hack writers and recyclers
of older books. Strangely enough, it
was in these times that a Polish sea
captain began writing in English, with
"Akmayer's Folly" in 1895, a great series
of stories about man and the sea.

We do not find again any first rate
writing by scientists about their ex-
perience with the life and ways of the
sea until William Beebe, a student of
birds and jungles, turned to the sea in
the 1920's. People were again eager to
read about the sea, and his first book
about the sea, 'Galapages, World's End".
appeared in 1924, followed by "Arcturus
Adventure” (1926) and "Beneath Tropic
Seas" (1928). This book concerned div-
ing experiences in waters around Haiti,
and was the forerunner of a vast host
of books by and about divers made pos-
sible by the apparatus invented during
World War II-by Captain Cousteau and
Emile Gagnan. ThéTe were several other
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books; by far the most notable is "Half
dile Dowm', for it is a story of danger
and adventure by the man who experienced
it (how dangerous, Beebe may have never
realized, even after looking at the
photograph of the winch with only 15 or
so turns of cable left on the drum). |
Many readers were fascinated by this ac-
count, including Thomas Mann, who copied
parts of it almost verbatim, except for
an odd mixture of metric d1men51ons and
Engllsh weights, as part “of a dream fan-
tasy in Chapter 27 of Dr. Faustus. In-
terestingly enough, Thomas Mann's. daugh;
ter, Elisabeth Mann Borgese, is a writer
of books about the sea, most receni.ly of
a very handsome coffee table book, "The

Drama of the Oceans".

William Beebe was the Captain Cous-
teau of our géneration in his power to
capture the imagination of everyong
by his activities. lHis books turned
many of us toward thc sea, although in
my 'case there was also that marvelous
old hack work in my grandfather's 1i-
brary, J. W. Buel's "Seaq and Land",
whose solid calf binding sungested that
it had escaped from his law office ac-
cross the bay in San f rancisco. Perhaps
there have been mdre copies of Rachel
Carson's "The Sea Around Us" published
than all of Dr. Beebe's books; certairly,
she a1so has been a great influence, al-
hough she was not a practicing scientist
-nd her appeal has been through her writ-
‘ng, not as an example of an active,

-~
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knowledgable scientist as Dr. Beebe
seemed to us when we were yYoung, or P.
H. Sosse.in his day, and C. M. Yonge
in England, in these days.

Many who have a taste for philosophy
wirh their scientific seafaring have
cherished their copies of John Stein-
bech and Ed Ricketts' "Seu of Cartez'.
(1941), or the 2ppendectomized "Log of
the Sea of Cortez." Originally criti-
cized by an unsympathetic reviewer as
a sort of "chopping" of science, philo-
sophy and travel, it has outlived such
disdain and in its shorter version is to
be found on the shelf cf almost every
marine b1olog15t in the land. Aristotle
would probably have enjoyed it.

As for Captain Coustear, who has con-
vinced so many admirers that the study
of the sea is diving into it and touch-
ing its creatures with your own ..ands,
there is something about his later dayg
that brings to mind Captain Nemo of the
Noutilus. Both captains sail ships that
belong to no ndtion; Captain Nemo sailed
about in his submarine, supporting him-
self with plunder from the sea and
wreaking mysterious vengeande upon some
nameless nation, but Captain Cousteau
lives off his motion pictures and the
proceeds of his own society. Both of
them -eem to have. about the same level
of scientific sophisticition. Captain
Nemo's came from French seashore books

R4

of the 1850's - 1860's {(and the French
had, their purpose prose artist, Jules
Mlchéﬁet) as read by Jules Verne for
"20, 000 Leagues Under the Sea" (1870)
and now and then it sourds as if Cap-
tail Cousteau has not gone much beyond
h#s own boyhood reading of the book or
for that matter, beyond those harrowing
scenes with the octupus in the cave in
Victor Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. .

Although wniting about the life and '
science of the sea has not’always reach-

ed the heights of literature, much of it |

has, and its influence on the literary
imagination is yet to be adequately
traced. There has never been a dearth
rof such books now for more than 125
years; all of us can experience the sea
from them and many of us cdn remember
some favorite that influenced us to go
down to the sca and study its ways. It
- may have been Dr. Begbe's high. 2dventure
in the da.kness of the deeps or Captain
Cousteau's plunges with a device avail-
able to every man healthy (if not always

careful) enough to use it, or the modest,

pleasant words of some guide to the
creatures between the tides. All of
them, in their various ways, are invi-
tations to look into the sea and to
emulate that ancient philosopher who,
as the first marine biologist, saw so
much in the clear waters around the
Isiand of Lesbos more thapn 2300 years
ago.
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| and the Challenge i toprosent che ser 1o 2 cotn oot
to the SCientlﬁC Paradlgm distant as to fall in another hemis-

BY JOHN D. ISAACS

My discussion is going to be of a some-
what less laudatory nature than apparent- |
. . ly is common to discussions of science
and literature of the sen { am going
to talk gbout how the*Marine Mystique, - ;

Marine MYStiqllC, aided and abetted by literature, has

fouled up Marine Science. I do not in-

discussion, disturbed only by gales so

phere and another time. Rather, I ex-
“pect it to storm and-surge-a-bit;and

—1f some of the spume stings, it may only
be because in 20 minates or so I can-
not smooth all of the sharp points-- -
alternatively, the epidermis may be ten-
der.

1 will have only time for a few scat- .
tered references to my favorite liter- .
ary roots of marine thin%.ing that 1 ad- c.
wire, as the first squall builds over
features that are not admirable.

- T

- For my scattering:
: S

Is it not curicus that Aristotle could
be convinced of the existence of the
Southern Hemisphere and a second -cold
pole, "when all he conceivably night have
observed was the curve of the earth's
shadow slicing the ec¢lipsing moon? Thus,
although he unerringly understood what he

had never observed, he often fumbled
( meaninglessly in his efforts to explain
what he could observe--the earth's hydro-
logic cycle of evaporation and rainfall
and "why the sea is salt", for example.

. Fourteenth century Dante knew'also of
the "other pole", with its four stars
‘the Southern Cross), "unseen by mortals
since the first mankind". Was it Marco
Polo who brought this knowledge, or were
there more ancienyédhservers, the Egyp-
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t1an c1rcumnav1gators of Africa, per-
haps, .who .passed down this knowledge for”
th1rty unrecorded centuries?

The ‘Bible. speaks frequently of the .
sea,.for example "that which is far off
and very.deep,' and the four mysteries
"that surpasseth understanding." But

the waters ed--to—exi eady
efore the first creative step--"before
the creation of light itself', as Conrad
says? Lao Tsu and the Polynesian tales
of creation, and the Kalevela, also, for
that matter, conceive of the waters as
the "form yet unformed'--the primal
stuff--not the substance but rather the
unparticipating matrixX within which the
creation unfolded--as we are wont to mis-
conceive of extra-galactal space, or,
better perhaps, of the infinities of
finite spaces that our universe newly
and forever embraces in its implacable
expansion. .
1 admire also great epic poems as the
. Odessey or the Kalevela, with their sharp
conceptions and misconceptions of the
y . sea--the great Finnish epic in particu-
lar--the building of the boat from a
. . spindle (Sioelius' theme) with a moup~g
- tain crag as a chisel--irqn,” personi-
fied, turning against its master, the
Promethian man- god Yaijnamoinen, twist-
ing and seeking the sources, snrings and
courses of its master's blood, the sea
incarnadine--a reminder of our own unre-
strainable industry, perhaps.

I am fascinated also by the revela-
tion in the notebooks of Leonardo da
Vinci- -artist, researching for his mast-
erpiece "The Dulug * and slewly trans-

m.t. d into da Vinci--cci. + aissuaded
of any universal inundat .a v:iaci,
~ who casually refer: tc the

Straits of Gilbralta. were oken through"
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as tnough 3t were the common understansx\
ing of the times. . -
Indeed, much.of what we now conceive
of as modern discoveries were relat1ve1y
common concepts of the past--cont1nenta1
drift, for example. The past had its

ened times--which brings me to my prin-
cipal raison d'8tre at this conference.

An implicit theme of science and lit-

-

erature (and, for that matter, of eco-
nomics, law, religion, philosophy, poli-~
tical science, sociology and other engi-
neering) is that there exists an under-
lying order and certainty--"a divinity
that shapes our ends''--car we but dis-
cern it. The ultimate aim of modern
science paipably is still that of the
alchemist--penetration to the ultimate
immutable quintessential kernel of truth
and of knowledge and of order and of
certainty--the '"touchstone" by wiichk the
universe can be shown unfolding as a .
cosmic lotus bud. In this picture, ul-
timately it should be possible to in-
saminate a vast computer with the funda-

{
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menta1~eqhations of F = Ma, E = Mc2,
= K log W, etc., and generate a uni-

'versn or a tree, or a fish or a predic-

ion of the planet evolving under the
hand of man. (I am not denigrating this
ambition, it is an admirable and trans-

cende t concept, and involv rtant—
mlsconceptlona, too, . and in abundanc and revelations, but unques-
why in-the creation of t::tzggég_gggg_—____gnd_so_do—w times less- enllgbt— tionably\ it fundamentally is an '

unattainablz goal.

Even Bronbwski, in his Ascent of Man,
deeply thrilled with the evolving con-
cepts -and discoveries of lay and tra1ned
philosophers, tethnicians and scientists
throughout historyy was eagerly willing
-to abandon his admixation of this strug-
gle and hard-won understanding to kneel
jn obeisance before tﬁg\honument of
Boltzmann, surmounted by the modern icon
of worship--§ = K log W-Xthe equation
expressing entropy, and thQ\Boltzmann
Constant. o

) .
. This reducticn of comple;zéy to an
equatjon and a constant is high-caste
science. It is vital, but thoselesser
ckers who merely attempt to ascegtazn
the working rules of the creation, agnsus
and classify what the creation entails,
Fit these rules and this census togeths
er, or determine what the creation can

be used for, are held to be lower- caste,

somewhat in that order, without regard
to, indeed in opposition to, their un-
doubted ultimate role in the survival

of the human species.

It is for reasons of admiration of
high-caste science that scientists and
public alike seek out and cling to in-
spiring pictures of order and certainty
in our strivings to reach an accommo-
dation with this complex and variable
planet, when in actual fact, simple
order and certainty have continuously
been replaced by expanding recognition
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..of what made all gf the stars.

of disorder and uncertainty since—tho——
cetestiul clockwark of Newtonian me-
chanics first held sway,

14

Science, like the classic tragedy,
the novel, the mystery story, or e-en
the modern Western, follows the dclu-
sion uf a thread of destiny, an under-
lying order, cause and result, action
and reaction, and final ‘inevitable re-
solution bequeathed td him who is wise
enough to record the facts and devote
sufficient of '"the little grey cells" of
highest quality to their solution.

_Totally and,broadly antithetical is
Jin's question in Tom Sawyer Abroad, e
after an exchange between Tom and Huck
Jim
asks; “'Why does there have to be a rea-
son? yhat°if they just happened?",
which appears now to strike closely to
the "Big Bang' ‘theory of Cosmogeny -or
one theory of matter--matter as the
statistical.fluctuation of nothing.

But scientists and the remainder of
humanity will not relinquish their grip
on the idée fixe of an underlying sim-
pficity. .

Thére is an old anecdote, undoubtedly
‘apocryphal, of Leland Stanford, whose
love of horses initiated the motion pic-
ture 4industry. Stanford, wanting in-
sight into what made a great race horse,

. was persuaded to support a famous physi-

cist .to engage in a study of the matter.
(Physicists think they can sdlve all
problems!) After a year or so the phy-
sicist returned to Stanford seeking more
money , but reporting great progress, for
he had "solved the problem--in the case
of a sphere."

A difficulty with the search for un-
derlying order and simplicity is its un-

P
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scientist alike. An isolated laboratory
experiment -that appears to be straight- ¢
forward, a complex problem that appears -
to be understood and_ resolved, and most
importantly, a theory of hypothesis that
appears to display a beautiful transcen-
dently simple celestial order, is em-
braced and greeted as a Messiah and en-
graved in the holy writ of text and re-
ference books, on the indurate marble of
the public mind, ani on the golden and
untarnished tablets of legislation.
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To paraphrase one of the great philo-
sophers--the Scotsman,, Machiavelli, I be-

‘lieve--"A hypothesis is always more be-

lievable_than the truth, foy it is tail-
ored to resemble truth, whereas the truth
is just its own clumsy self,”" and, "Never
iscover the truth when _an hypothesis
11 do." i

For these reasons, we have beautiful

“und ordered textbook pictures of cellu-

lar division that occurs in almost no
other creature but the sea urchin; love-
ly diagrams and descriptions of the for-

_mation of the tides from a pair of mov-

ing gravitational bulges flanking the

earth--that have almost nothing to do

/___—-———r— . .
supportable appeal to scientist and non- _

\

with the formation of tides, and, in-
deed, from which no one has ever been .
able to predict the tidal period$of
amplitudes; thrilling diagrams of the
ordered food chains of the sea in which
cach of God’s creatures is born destined
to fit into its sacred niche ip the
glorious plan}~whereas most marine crea-
tures, +4if they are born at all, will
eat almost anything available, and be
eaten by almost anything to which they
are available, and haye little or no
assurance what their food, competitors,
or’ predators will be; theories of bio-
accumulation, elaborated from the food
web picture, of trace materials passing
through the food webs and finally poised
,like a gathering lightening bolt to
strike at the top predator and to bring
this vast, heretofore beautifully ar-
ranged house of cards tottering into
azoic chaos; etc.; etc.

-

In fact, I have recently scanned
through a half-dozen Sea Grant leaf-
lets, available through the Smith-
sonian Mystitutich, that mumble
exactly this sort of platitudinous
unreality and which are sent to school
children in response to what, God knows,
might well be fresh, unsullied, in-
sightful, novel and inquisitive ﬁpes-
tions--children do this, you know!

’

Obviously I could carry on in this
vein, and ask questions like "How did
Heyerdahl, having sighted a beer can
in the North Atlantic, deduce that the
planet wa% dying and the oceans were
dead; whereas Columbus, discovering
the flotsam of his day--husks, firuit
peels and spears--hundreds of miles
at sea, deduced only that he was ap-
proaching land?"

Lut there are much deeper concerns
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than this. The mysteries and problems
will neither go away nor be solved by
the simple and uncomplicated act of
discovery. The magic sword, the prince's
kiss, the discovery of the paternity of
the central prota, 1ist, the butler's
nose-print at the keyhole,, the chains

.of ncthingness to bind the dragon, the
. touchstone, the ordered pyramid of life,

the ultimate -equation of the universe,
none of these are, in ultimate truth,
real.

Desalination of seiwater does not
solve the world's water problem; a car-
load of hybrid corn seed does not raise
a nation to sufficiency; atomic power
‘i¢ not the God-like resclution of all
energy ills; nor is an antibiotic mean-
ingful longer than it takes a bacterium
to haul the code of the counteracting
plasmid from its library. These are."
aids to the struggle, but partial and
temporary only.

Yet our myths, our history, our fic-
tion? our textbooks, our laws, our teach-
ings, and our ambitions are directed to-
wards discovering the "touchstone” of
‘the universe for the ministering to our
¢ills.

Particularly in our teaching we re-
cognize and train and tecst only those
aspects of intellectuality that we deem
pertinent to this mystique--memory ai..
formal reason; Unrecognized,. unevaluated
untaught and 1ndeed suppressed, since
they are so challenging to teachers, are
those other great components of the in-
tellect, precisely those components
that are essential to resolving the
problems of complex man interacting with
this complex planet:

Conceptualization, that :llows one to
conceive of coumplex interactions as d

5%
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system; 1ntuition, the mysterious qual-
ity that leaps tc truths through a jung-
le of coqfusing detail; t*e trilogy--
mental adventurousness and fervor,
attention to thé -unexpected, and curio-
sity--those intellectual attributes that
can challenge established dogma by dis-
cerning its underlying flaws; and judg-
ment, the equally mysterious faculty of
rncognlzlng the "1likelihood" of some-
thing, a meptal quality that went out
of fashion a hundred years ago..
\ .
My pointlis, of course, that the in-
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teilectual qualities that we neither
teach nor know how to teach (nor how to
test), and hence tend to suppress, are
precisely the ones essential to dealing
with the complex systems of this planet,
and since these qualities ure suppressed
in our educationat system, untutured
people often possess them in a more
highly developed form than do the edu-
cated.

It is here that ! come to the last
thesis of my remarks--the challenge of
the oceans t¢ science as we now conceive
of and practice it.

Our screntific paradigm 1s dedicated
to the penetration of natural law. Nobel

a truly interdisciplinary field,

prizes are awarded for penetration--not’

comprehension. Yet it is the develop- '

ment of increasing breadth and comprehen-

sion as well as penetration, that ve

must espouse with open-eyed, broad, un-
dogmatic intellectual fervor, confidence
and devotion, if we are to understand

some part of a nature of infinite com-
plexity, and man's complex interactions -
with it.

Penetrating science, that is, the
special disciplinary fields of science,
has greatly benefited man in the last
several hundred years. Yet this has been
mainly tiking things apart. It is in-
creasingly clear that ‘our crucial task
is now to learn how the pieces fit to-

., gether, for we begin to comprehend that
_ it is interaction on this planet,

rather

than its components, that form the «
limiting problem of mankind. We also

begin to comprehend that the total is

vastly greater than the simple sum of

the parts, and that present discipli-

nary science is neither designed nor

especially competent to deal with these

vital problems.

Indeed, it is i1n the sea where in-
teractions are so strong, subtle and
dominating. It is in this salty broth
where the winds, the currents, the
whirling carth, the chemicals, the
sediments, the solid boundaries and the T
living entities that inhabit 1ts realms, ’
act and interact with total disregard
for the artificial barriers by which man
has comparfménted his knowledge. I be-
lieve it is the sea that first strongly
challenges science as we now conceive
it, and most strongly demand< its re-
appraisal.

I realize well that the marine sci-

énces are touted as the only example of
and it
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js True that almost all of the basic dis-
ciplines are involved; that a marine
biologist, for example, must know much
of physical oceanography and indeed may
contribute fundamental understanding to
the dynamics of the ocean through his
inquiries. This all is good. But even
within this enlithtened field of marine
science, the disciplines tend to

recrystallize in special form™ It is

-often conceived that its disciplines

cover the entirety of pertinent know-
ledge--""the planks of the disciplines"
as it is said--and that only a few odd
matters fall through]the cracks. If
my mind, this is a tbtally wrong per-
spective. The cracks are far wider
than the planks, which are only thin
timbers, scantlings stretching out into
an unknown and largely unrecognized
space--all that that falls between the
disciplines.

Like the three blind men in the fable,
one of whom described the elephant as a
wall, one as a column, and one as a
rope, having touched his side, leg and
tail, respectively; the disciplinary
scientist describes detailed features
of nature that are apprehensible through
his particular highly developed but fo-
cused tools. Although like the blind
men, what he discovers may well be true,
and perhaps important, it rs only a small
part of the truth. The interconnecting
structures and-the whole may be 1nvisible,
and remain so, no matter Aow many disci-
plines are brought to bear on i1ts resolu-
tion. . ’

Many a disciplinary scientist rarely
inquires whether the larger.machkine, of
which he is a part, 1s meanjingful or -
meaningless. He 1s quite content to know
that his local portion r - tates or Oscil-
lates with comparative smoothress, that
he meshes reasonably well*with the adia-
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cent parts, and that the small gears or.

. wheels or teeth that he begets during his

span caw similarly avoid being ground up
in the system. Fearsome and frightening
are those interludes when his machine is
examined and tested for its relevancy.to
some practical problem of man and the
planet, and he reassures himself on his
prescience in having selected a machine
or a region of a machine that is, remote
in time or location from the practical
test. !

{t 1s no wonder then that the public
clings to old cliches or wholeheartedly
buys and believes demogogic pseudoscien-
tific entrepreneurs who paint a celes-
ti1al picture of a simple, harmonjous and
unsullied nature, now irreparably dapaged
by man. These preach and hysterically
proclaim with hardly a scintilla of evi-
dence, that the planet is dying or the
ocean 1s dead--and particularl]y and ir-
retrievably dying or dead unless the
publie contributes a stated small sum
of money to their research foundations
or other cause. People relish ghost
~tories and also beaut1filly painted
pictures of a precise and certain and

-

"immutable order of the universe, but

misguidance of the public and of public
policy by such demagogues is an anathema.
On the other hand, there are entrepre-
neurs who want to believe that.tfieir
obvicusly destructive activities bring

no harm and there afé scientists who

will give them supporting evidence. The™-
eventual damage to human and natural in-
terests may be astronomicai.

The serious, competent, honest scien-
tist also unintentionally misguides in
rhis same way, for he, like the public
and the law, is secking order and cer-
tainty in a system where order and cer-
tainty are rarely more than tramsient
and fleeting.

The ultimate difficulty is that these
misconceptions, fears and hysterias be-
come engraved in textbooks, on the public
mind, and on those persistent tablets
called law. They then constrain ration-
al development or force unwarranted and
unsound developments or place scientific
research in a narrow, policy-oriented
direction, which may be and often is
fundamentally unsound. I have been fol-
lowing the developing U.S. environmental
and resource pelicy, and most of it 1in-
creasingly suffers from afl of the worst
features of misconception, at least as
1t pertains to the ocean and other areas
of which I am cognizant. The difficulty
is not only one of science, which can and
does change, but rather the fund of un-
changing’ popular misunderstanding and
ill-considered and persistent legisla-
tion that past science, thc scientific
paradigm, and unresolved events leave

. their wake.

In the U.S. we now have an inheritance
of legislative malactions based on popu-
lar misconceptions of past scientific
dogma. In the aquatic resource field,
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these run the gamut from severe re-
strictions to fisheries based~en ob-
solete and misunderstood single-species
models of populations, through the pro-
hibition of new offshore structures re-
sulting from public exaggeration of the
effects of a minor oil spill and wholly
unnecessary restrictions on the dis-
charge of domestic wastewater into
coastal waters, based on unreal highly

idealized food chain and bioaccumulationy,

models, to 8ingle-minded research pro-
grams set up by law to apply perpetually

. frozen approaches to poorly analyzed

problems. At best these latter are
nostrums applied to the superficial
lesions of undiagnosed fundamental dis-
orders, and at worst an effort to clean
up behind--rather than to guide--a ramp-
ant society, forcing the scientist into
the position of the man with the bucket
and shovel behind society, so to speak,
rather than the scout scarching for al-
ternative vistas and blazing the trail
ahead.

At this final point in my discussion,
I would rather that this conference were
not Sea Grant shonsored and that the pre-
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sentations were not to be published under
Sea Grant auspices, because I have some
somewhat flattering things to say about
that program. (In my defense, however,

I presented some of the same points be-
fore the Pacific Science Congress last -
August, and [ did enunciate a derogator,
remark about Sea’Grant leaflets, earlier
in my discussion here.)

The Sea Grant program as it has de-
veloped seems to me to possess aspects
that are fundamental departures from the
anaerobian mire into which we have en-
trapped ourselves in our attempts to deal
with the protlems facing our accommoda-
tion with this planet. It is a sharp
and refreshing alternative ‘from the com-
mon scientific pontification, and from
the typical large research program of
perpetually fixed approaches to per-
petually frozen objectives, which may
be and often are based on erroneous pre-
cepts. This is not to say that the Sea
Grant program is pristine and flawless.
Indeed, it possesses a sufficiency of
problems, but these are the problems of
attempting to dig out of the murass of

legislative, public and scientific r's-

understanding and malactions, rather than
those of efforts that immerse us further.

Sea Grant is,a real and vital struggle

toward heuristicism in our dealings with
nature. Capitalizing and enlarging on
the fundamental interdisciplinary and
practical nature of marine science, Sea
Grant brings together people of many in-
tellectual proclivities--students, nat-
ural and social scientists, humanists,
professionals, laymen and legislators--
as this conference exemplifies.

It possesses opportunities that no
large coherent program can conceisably
possess, for it can examine novel and
unconventional approaches. It can cap-
italize on its inherent flexibiiity and
a freshness of novel ideas and new in-
signts generated by new mixes of the
broad range ot human proclivities and
intellectualities. It can return to
discovering and elucidating the working

rules of nature and mankind, rather than .

bliqdly following the scientific para-
digm and the marine mystique.

2y




—

. BY JQSEPH DEFALCO o

When T. S. Eliot publlshed his now-
famous poem The Waste Land in 1922, some-

5, thing of a major cultural significance
3 came into being. Both the title and
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P h d S the contents of that poem made manifest
SYC € an ca. for a gqneration of writers a host of
historico-cultural forces that had been

The Waste Land Era in evidence since ti_me demox_*a!izing debacle‘

of World War I and its political after-
A math. Eliot had created a metaphor of

ln mcrlca such magnitude and dynamism that it

effectually synthesized the topographical

_and psychic forces of which the war was

only a symptom. Poets and novelists be-
fore Eliot had characterized many of the
same ailments, but few approached the
unique fusion of*tenor and vehicle
necessary to quicken with words the ten-
sions of an entire age.
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Even Ezra Pound, Eliot's mentor and a
major poet in his own right at the time
Eliot wrote The Faste Land, had not found
a suitable combination of metaphor and
artistic treatment that could provide a
suggestiveness of suffic.ent potency to
generate that "image" which in "Hugh,
Selwyn Mauberly" he said his "age de-
manded." In the same poem, what Pound
fashioned in lieu of such an image was
} - highly descriptive but not metaphorically
resonant: "For an old bitch gone in the’
teeth,/ For a botched civilization.”

. “An 'image,'" Pound had written in 1917,
*"is that which presents an intellectual
and emotional complex in an imstant of
time."

TR

-
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In its impact uvon a generation of
writers, Eliot's Waste Land metaphor
was nothing less than a cultural
phenomenon. HWriters of the Eighties
and Nineties attempted to embody
fictionally the deficiencies of their
epoc., with a variety of metaphors. but
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allegiance to pronounced political and

social views legislated against the kKind

of image Pound called for in the 'new"
- age. In America, for example, Stephen
Crane, Frank Norris and Jack London
coumitted themselves to a naturalistic
approach, and the result was the limited
metaphorical range of such broad sym-
bolizations as the red badge, the octopus
and the northland. These served well to
depict the plight of indiViduals strug-
gling in animalistic darkness in Darwinian
universe and to characterize large,
exploiting and dangerous human forces
that conspired against the’economic
welfare of the individual. Thése
symbglizations were limited, however,
by the very narrowness of the target
towards which they were aimed.
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iliot's metaphor accomplished
was something that the lingering ban-
alities of middle class V.ictorianism and

~.the thinly disguised moralizing of the’

4%cultu%e and particular societies obeyed

i‘ static laws of value. Eliot's poem struck

\ straight at the heart of that assumption.
Through a complex interweaving of myth,
legend, symbol, ritual, allusion and
foreign phrase, he placed before his
audience in a new poetic language a
portraiture of cultural transformations
in process. E!iot recognized the role of
historical forces, and his poem indicted
the brutal travesties that passed for
human existence. The young writers who
fell under the spell of his Waste Land
tutelage were quick to respond. In his
1931 study of the modernist movement,
Edmund Wilson characterices that response
in a semi-humrrous way:

V.

'"In London as 1n New York . they
for a time took to inhabiting ex-
clusively barren beaches, cactus-grown
deserts, and dusty attics overrun with

rats. .The dry breath of the Waste
32 .
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Land now blighted the most amiable
country landscapes; and the sound of
jazz, which had formerly seemed jolly,
now inspired only horror and des-
pair."

A revolutionary change in style and
sensibility that W. H. Auden in his
discussion of Ro@anticism in The Enchafed
Flood sees as a cultural tarity had
definitely, taken 'place by 1922. Gather-
ing together seemingly random shards from
a variety of generations and aul tures with

e~'retic wizardry, Eliot assumed the rolé
of literary anthropologist. Not every-
one agrees that this process produced
great poetry, for he has had his dis-
paragers. Mcst notable, perhaps, is
Karl Shapiro, who sees the work a§ a
"jumble of sacred and profane myths."
More recentl), Hugh Kenner.in The Pound
Era (1971) seems to grang Eliot the palm
with one hand while retrieving it with
the other. Nonetheless, Eljot's con-
tempqraries were impressed not only by

the imatinative power of "the metaphor -
but also by the intellectual intimidation :
of Eliot's mentor, the formidable Ezra
Pound. A mythic monster of sizavle s
proportions had been loosened, and modern,

urban, industrial, technological, with

all of.their mechanistic implications,

were the cultural elements upon vhich it

fed, and atheism and materialism were )

" its dam and its sire.

Whatever the larger structuration of
historical forces that Eliot assumed were
crerative in his synthesis, his eclectic
‘resentation makes it clear that he did
rot conceive of it as static. The pro-
_ress of his own poetry from early dis- .
{1lusionment to orthodox religiosity makes
this clear. If we turn to W. H. Auden's
seminal comments on Romantic consciousness
ang his representations of desert and sea
images, we find a touchstone for the °*
psychic predicament of Eliot and ‘the
modernists who wrote under the influ.nce
of the outsized metaphor of cultural
aridity that he had greated.

Auden makes it clear that the Romantic
sensibility, the symbolic representations .
of desert and sea shared certain features -
which allowed the Romantics to transcend
the inherent paradoxes of the implied >
contraries. Both represent psychic
dimensions that lie outside the community
and outside of historical change, thus
freeing the individual from communal re-
spons ‘bilities. By the very nature of
these zonditions, the individual finds
himsesf alienated and lonely. Auden is
describing the Romantic voyager, and if
there is the desert that represents
vactualized trivility' and "lifeless
decadence' there is also the sea, "the
symbol of primitive potential power" and .
"living barbarism." If the Romantic
voyager possesses a sufficiently herotc
soul (and most of the great Romantic
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yoyagers do), he escapes the "trivial"
desert Waste Land and immerses himself in
the symbolic *sea. Through immersion,
reintegration takes place. The quester
discovers the uniqueness of his own-

soul and, paradoxically, re-enters the
community he has fled when he discovers
that he participates spiritually in the
community of all souls.

Auden, of couse, knew his own age, and
he summed up the implications of his .
observations for the Waste Land culture:

' h Y

"We live in ah age . . in which the
heroic image is not the nomad wanderer
through the desert or over the ocean,
but the iess exciting figure of the
builder, who renews the ruined wallf
of the city. Our temptaiions are
not theirs. We are less likely to
be tempted by solitude into Promethean
pride; we are far more likély to be-
come cowards in the face of the

tyrant who would compel, us to lie K

in the service of the False City.
It is not madness we need tc flee
but prostitution.”

Nowadays it is 11 the rage to portray
madness as some sort of positive and
redeeming method of escaping from the
prostitution that Auder described. ! do
not think that Auden would approve, but
avante-garde commentators such as R. D.
Lamr  have applied psychiatric obser-
vation: on madness to larger social and
cultural concerns. In works like The
Divided Self (1959) and The Politics of
Experience (1967), Laing views individual
madness not only as a synecdeche of social
aberrations but alsc sees them as 1nter-
dependent. In one way or another and 1n
varying degrees many cpntemperary writers

have implied that sqmehow losing oneself
is to find oneself 35‘4‘\2;“::linger's
suicidal Seymour, Bellow’® der- »: ¢

E;jt J

He'ler's Yossarian come to mind, not to
mention a host of considerably more
grotesque (and less arvistic) examples
of recent years. Of the contemporary
writers taken seriously by critics, per-
haps Doris Lessing iin her later works
best gives voice to something approxi-
mating Lding's views. Here one seces
another decided shift in "'sensibility"
(if not in the "style") that has taken
modern American literature upon its own
regressive voyage into a pre-kaste Land
limbo that lies somewhere between that

1Wikh his tompered o,
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decadent sentimentalisps of the post-
Romantic period and th# vigorous evo-
cations forced upon Eliot's contempo. -
aries.
. .
One need only glance at the degen-
eration of the once potcnt desert and
sea polarities as they appear and dis-
appear in Lessing's Briefing for a
Descent Into Hell (1971) in order to
understand Auden's warning ovér the com-
pelling lure of the "False City."
Lessing's mad hero undertakes an un-
conscious journey not only over land
and sea but in the air as well. Ending
1 a cosmic never-never land, he observes
the "gods' briefing those who are to

alestend to earth and "save" mankind from

s

self-destruction. To put it 1in the best
light i can, the fable is transparent,
the rhetoric is intrusive and the images
and symbols are less evocative than one
ericounters in a cartoon. Such a paro-
dical reprise of the highly suggestive
desert and sea polarities instructs us
shat the dynamic literature of the
Fitzgersid, lemingway, Faulkner and
Steinbeck generavion was dynamic because
its metaphors were rooted deep in the
imagination of the entire culture.

’,
_ The freeing of the literary imagination
from the cultural ailments that conjured

-the Waste Land metaphor was no easy task

‘for these writers.

.

Once Eliot had severed
the desért from the sea and removed the
garden-island sanctuary as well, he set
the task of his literary generation.
Given the new sensibility activated by
Eliot's nectaphor, we know through hind-
sight that the task was the monumental
one of reordering a disordered universe.
The vision for the major novelists was

a realistic one, cclored strongly by the
bleak Darwinian views of their immediate
predecessors. Without the authority of
a living mythic tradition upon which to
rest their symbolizations,_the modern
writers found themselves dispossessed

of the imaginative forces available to
all of the great artists of the past.
The American writers of the Twenties .
inherited scientific positivism and 5
religious skepticism, and most of their
early works carry the signature of this
blighted inheritance.

The obvious solution was the res- 4
toration of the sea to the status of an
"affecting image” that would provide the
appropriate affirmative counter to the
aridity of the new vision -- and indeed
such a restora~ion did take place, but
it necessarilyas a long time in coming.
In the highly ungtable realms of belief
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and cultural praxis, such restorations
are subject to the slow processes of

evolution. Disintergratior may have de-
manded fluidity, but as long as the age
remained traumatized by its positivism
and skepticism no such reconciliations
were possible. By its very nature, the
age demanded concrete embodiments of its
condition 1n either/or terms. For the
artist to accede meant literary suicide,
of course, as a young Ernest Hemingway

articulated in his parody of Pound's phrase istence and of human experience.

from "Hugh Selwyn Mauberly:" ,
"The age demanded that we dance/
And jammed us into iron pants./
And in the end the age was handed/
The sort of shit that it demanded.”

The curative that was needed to
establish the kind of orientation that
led finally to the great works of fiction
of~the period is embedded in Eliot's
Waste Land itself. Based as the poem
is-upun an elaborate and complexly de-
signed system of myths that function as
antimyths, when it proclaims the severance
of 'thg desert from the sea at the same
time it reminds us forcefully and in no
uncertair terms of the penalties imposed
upon a culture that has dissociated it-
self from a meaningful substructure of
myth. The plight of the narrator-fisher
protaganist, left in the disintergrative
Babel of the final lines, is a not-vecry-
subtle portrait of moderniman: "1 sit
upon the shore/, Fising, with the arid
plain behind me."7 "Fear death by
water," warns Madame S._.ris, a commercial
charlatan in the guise of a spiritualist;
and Section IV of the poem 1s entitled
"Death by Water.' The brevity of the
section Suggests that Eliot carefully
contrived to preserve the domnance of
the images of aridity. As anti-myth,
however, the section elucidates Eliot's
metaphorical purposes 1n other ways.

—an
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Here, the representative of the corrapt-
ing commericialism of the modern world
is characterized as 'Phlebas the Phoeni-
cian," and Eliot charts his atavisitic
passage through "the stages of his age and
youth/ Entering the whirlpool."8

If we accept the convention of mytho-
logy, the sea is typically the symbol of
Cgﬁmps, of pre-history, a reflector and
reminder of the continuity of man's ex-
In the
psychoanalytical® version of Carl Jung it

A
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1s the archetype of the unconscious, and
analoguengf the womb, entrancenxinto which
foretokemS the possibility of renewal or
rebirth. But Eliot frustrates the mythic
and archetypal affirmations of the water
symbolism in his poem in order to empha-
size the spiritual and psychic plight of
his age. For example, he alludes to the
"rock' where there "is no water but only
rock” -- suggaestive of the impossibility
of Christ's miracle as well as the
sterility of the modern Church. Asso-
ciative imagery such as the "empty
chapel" near the "tumbled graves' sug-
gests that the day of the last Judge-
ment has arrived without the appear-

ance of theoredeeming savjar. In this
context, the regressive thrust of the
"Death by Water™ section is elucidated
by the Phoenician's fate. .His descent -
into the "whirlpool" of time to a time-

* before-time effectively stifles the re- -

demptive associations of the sea symbo- -
lism. The ironic peversal of the tradi-
tional pattern of youth-to-age-to-death

and redemption desacralizes the image of
redeeming waters and substitutes ‘primal

chaos.

The instrument with which Eliot had
effected his severance of sea and desert,
and of sea from its traditional associa-
tions with healing and redemption, was®
fashioned by his age out of the posi-

tivistic dicta of science, s new social

science and political theory; in short,
out of loyalties given to that mariresta-
tion of the desert that Auden termed the
"False City." One major implication of
this shift appeared in the demand that
society made upon the isdividual to look
at himself as part of an aggregate. The
movement to ''the brotherhood of man" re-
sulted directly in the divorce from na-
ture. Where the Romantic viewed himse]f
in nature, under the aegis of progres-
sive thought modern man viewed himself
as apart from nature. Once the process
was complete, the possibility of a re-
united sensibility in the Romantic way
was forever gone.

Such broad outlines eof the cultural
forces that took shape in the Waste Land
era cannot account for the many artists
and commentators who struggled against
the tendencies of their epoch. Ameng
+he poets, for example, Edwin Arlington
Robinson brooded darkly over the myster-
ies of mortality; Car] Sandburg's Whit-
manian unorthodoxies scemed to hail the
democratic mass man; E. E. Cummings' em-
phasized human feelings in an atmosphere

) 64 )
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of mechanistic social forces; and Hart
Crane plunged romantically into an imag-
inative sea in a number of poems, until
finally he plunged literally into, the
sea in 1932 -- apparently seeking still
the solace which his age denied him.

Some of the more profouna responses to
modern man's divorce from nature came
from Robert-Frost. Grounded in a poetic
visipn that antedates The Waste Land,
Frost.may well have been the last Ameri-
can poet capable of representing the
tensions of the desert-sea opposition.

N

, With his, tempered realism, Frost never

accepted the conclusion that man was
togally divorced from nature, nor did he
accept the Romantic alternative. In
"Desert Places" (1934), for example,
Frost employs the Waste Land image but
heightens its implications when he ex-
tends it to thesself. Th~ new conscicus-
ness to which scholars like David Daiches
in The Novel and the Modern World and
Leon Edel in The Modern Psychological
Novel point ir. the prose of major writers
like Lawrence, Woolf, Joyce and Heming-
way was equally a part of Frost's ethos.
In this poem, Frost locates the post-
Romantic desert squarely in the human
psyche: "They cannot scare me with their
empty spaces . . . I have it in me/ so
much nearer home/ To scare myself with

my own deseru places." But the discov-
ery, the medium through which that aware-
ness comes, is nature: 'The woods a-.
round it have 1t -- 1t is theirs.

I am too a =Spi
loneliness includes me unawares.'9

In another poem written in the same
year, "Neither Qut Far Nor In Deep,”
Frost effectively captures thegpuzzle-
ment in modern man's sense of his dis-
sociatior from the sea and nature. lem-
pered by poetic restraint on the part of
Frost, the poem allows us to compgfhend
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the yearning of man's spirit to reestab-
lish the unity between self and nature
and to flee from Auden's desert and com-
munal surrenders: "The people along the
sand/ All turn and look one way/ They
turn their back on the land/ They look
at the sea all day."10 This is not sim-
plistic sentimentalism, for Frost was
well aware of the potency of nature. In
the earlier "Once by the Pacific," Frost
made it clear that the waters have a ca-
pacity to annihilate as well as heal.
Here he exnraessed the dangers in terms

-
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of an impending ravisicent: '"The shat-
tered water made a misty din/ Great
waves looked over others coming in,/
And thought of doing something to the

tiness in nature and cosmos unarmed
("absent-spirited" in "Desert Places'),
but it does comprehend a power larger
than itself. This may be agnosticism,
but it is not atheism. For Frost, the -
knowing self remains the center, whether
it looks out in terror or wonderment.
His poetry chronicles the loneliness of
that self in the modern world and charts
the various modes of the lovelessness
that the predicament impljes. What is
consistent in Frost's poetry that points
to the possibility of an affirmation be-
yond the narrow humanism of so many of
his cortemporaries who advocated a kind
of brotherhcod of the herd, is his con-

-stant emphasis upon the integrity of the

self. Lonely and loveless it might be,
but it never surrenders to the "False
City'" and subjects,itself to the tyranny
of the community.
é

In :ﬁe prose fiction.of the Waste Land
era, the most immediate document of
significance to portray the hopelessness
of the attempt to maintain the integrity
of the self was F. Scott Fitzgerald's
The Great Gatsby. Published only three
years after Eliot's poem, it bears all
of the marks of cultural aridity pointed
out by Elioty, The '"valley of ashes”
superintended by the "eyes of T. J.
Eckleburg'" has been so often ident:'ficd
with Eliot's metaphor that further com-
ment would be indecent. Let it stand,
then, that Fitzgerald's representation

shore/ That water never did to land _bo— ——breught—the-metaphor toAmerica directly,

ited—to-count;7—Tive —Fore. i1

If we accept Mircea Eliade's view 1n
The Sacred and the Profane that profane
man 1s ever "the descendant of homo re-
ligfosus and he cannot wipe out his own
history," what Frost brings to modern
voetry here and elscewhere is essentially
a rudimentary religious rc.ponse. The
self may feel 1tsclf facing a vast cmp-

and it presented an indictment of Ameri-

can culture in no uncertaig terms. The .

desert was here, and it was symbolized
by the excrementitious waste cf 1industry
that polluted the once pastoral land-
scape of the 'valley of ashes.'" The
mechanistic monster was unlcashed upon
the new continent, and Fitzgerald added
"money" to its usual inhuman attributes.
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: ' Fitzgerald's larger concern in the

. . novel goes beyond the obvious social cri-
- ticism, for the death of Gatsby marks the
N .death of the Romantic sensibility. For

o ism and the death-of a sclf that was
; le of a vision of value beyond time

e the past is one reflection
of that theke. Another enters through the
ironic parallel Fitzgerald established
between the death of Gatsby and the death
of the fabled King Arthur of the Round
Table. Catsby represents for Fitzgerald
what Arthur represents for Malory in his
. Le Morte D'Arthur: the hope of the past
as it contrasts and clashes with the path-
os of the present. In Malory's account,
when Arthur is mof%ally wounded, he is
placed upon a barge and is attended by
taree queens: Morgan Le Fay, the Queen
of Northgalis and the Queen of the Waste
Lands. He does not die "on stage,"
rather he sails for the paradisical is-
land of Avalon. Gatsby, his twentieth
century avatar, whose ‘'gorgeous pink
suit" has many affinities with Arthurian
armor, has no island-garden to which he
can voyage in order to escape the anni-
hilation of time; he takes a lecss cere-

) EEEEEEE.XQXQgQ_ln_a_ucsse!—%hnt—mocks all
| —————— " Thope of living-on 1n the memory of those
he leaves behind: “There was a faint,
barely perceptible mcvement of the water.
as the fresh flow from one end urged its
way toward the drain at the other. With
little ripples that were hardly the sha-
dows of waves, the laden mattress moved
irregularly down the pool. A small gust
of wind that scarcely corrugated the sur-
face was enough to disturb 1ts acciden}-
al course with 1ts accidental burden." 2
All of these details are i1n a minor hkey,
and all point to a contingent universe
and the 1nsignificance of man. The
transcendental waters of Arthurian fab-

-
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H Fitzgerald that meant the death of ideal- .

le have been transformed into a concrete
pool, and Gatsby's attendant Quecn of
the Waste Lands, Daisy, has betrayed
him.

Ernest Hemingway publisl.ed The Sun
Alsu Rises a year after Fitzgerald's
;ateby, and he too turned to Eliot!s
The Waste Land for his metaphorical
materials. Specifically, he extracted
the myth of the Fisher-King, but his
employment of the myth differed from
Lliot in a significant wav. Fitzgerald,

The U0 Mamand oS

(6 the most 5
fiterary ionto

m Mﬂm%ﬂjﬁq[

like Eliot, adapted—the-mythic Tealm of
the Fisher-King to his own purpose, and
the Waste Land became a symbolization of
the modern environment. This environ-
ment is as much human nature as it is
external nature. Fitzgerald saw it as
an absolute barrier to human drives and
motivations, and in Gatsby and other
characters in his major wo-ks he depicts
the folly of the attempt to scale Roman-
tic heights and transcend that barrier.
Thus the psychic worlds of his heroes
are worlds ‘n which ideals are turned
into perversions: Amory Blaine in This
3ide of Paradisz muddles off toward some
vague social panacea; Anthony Patch in

The Beautiful and Darmed ends up wealthy,

alone and mentally and emotionally wast-
ed; and Dick Diver in Tender Is the
Night, a psychiatrist in the role of
healer-priest, brings about his own emo-
tional destruction. Hemingway, like
Frost, never accepted the view that na-
ture means human nature, nor that ex-
ternal nature was merely a symbolization
of unknowzble forces. A number of his
characters accept one or other of these
views, but as his mature writings reveal,
ne strove to achieve that delicate ba-
lance between a sentimental view of na-
ture and the darker views of his realis-
tic outlook.

To be sure, Thz Sun Also Rises por-
trays the desiccation of a culture, but
there is the symbolism of the waters
which invokes the myth of the redeeming
waters and provides a counter to the ’
metaphors of aridity. This is not to
say that the work ends in affirmation,
but clearly Hemingway meant to indicate
some possibility of the avoidance of the
emasculating desert of contemporary exis
tence.: As he insisted on 3 number of
occasions, the ''sun also rises" extract
from Ecclestastes was intended to indi-
cate that' mun_passes—away but nature or
"earth abideth forever." Such a venera-
tion of nature never waned in Heming-
way's world view, and it led him to the
higher synthesis and reconciliation that
sets off The 0ld Man and the Sea as the
most significant literary expression to
announce the passing of the Waste Land
era.

In, the thirty years between the publi-
cation of Eliot's poem and The Gld Man
and The .ca, every major work publish~d
by Hemingway probed the vital questions
of human existence that led him to the
conclusion that modern man could come
to terms with his physical and spiritual
environment without turning his back
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upon positivism and withou. .ushing into
the arms of sentimentalism. The first
major indicator that Hemingway's view

of nature would lead to a new kind of
psychic reintegration oddly enough came
in what is virtualiy a narrative intru-
sion in his 1935 book about big-game
hunting, Green Hills of Africa: "This
gulf stream you are living with, know-
ing, learning about, and loving, has
moved, as it moves, since before
man . . . and those that have always
lived in it are permanent and of value,
because that stream will flow, as it

has flowed."!3 More than a simple
rehearsal of the views expressed in the
quotation from Ecclesiastes cited in the
epigraph of The Sur Also Rises, Heming-
way postulates an affirmative view of
man's existence and his endeavors. Man
does not pass away simply, he is permanent
with nature. What is more, his work,
actions and experiences have a value in
the larger scheme of the universe.

It was some seventcen years later
before Hemingway wrote. The 0ld Man and
the Sea and advanced his premise from the
plural of the "those" who lived in the
Stream to the singular, individual self
dramatized in the character of Santiago.
As he indicated, the dignity and worth
of the individual was the point of the
characterization of the old fisherman.
When he accomplished this artistic and
philosophic feat, he had freed the sclf
from the tyranny of the False City to
which Eliot's metaphor had cornsigned 1t.
In the interim, Hemingway had been sore-
ly tempted to acceot a compromise with
despotic communalism. Works like To Have
and Have Nof and For Whom the Bell Tolls
came close to articulating a total
cornmitment to the "brotherhood vaiues™
of Auden's False City, but Hemingway's
stronger commitment to individnalism

Q

always tempers that sort of simplistic
resolution.

In the creation of his supremely
humanistic fisherman in The 0ld Man and
the Sea, Hemingway presented a portrait
of modern man which is the exact oppo-
site of Lliot's fisher-narrator and all
of the Waste land protaganists modeled
after Eliot's type. Even before his
physical and spiritual agon with the
hugh marlin, Santiago is invested with
attributes that suggest his link with

W/Wm
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nature. As Hemingway implies 1n his
description of the character, he 1s
considerably more than a separate bio-
fogical organi.m: "Everything about
him was old except his eyes and they
were the same color as the sea and were
cheerful and undefcated."l4 As the Gulf
Stream analogy in Green Hills of Africa
suggested, the sea symbolizes ongoing
reality; in this work, it becomes the
symbol of the generative power of the
universal man forever undergoing change
1in an ontological flux. s eyes re-
flect that he 1s "undefeat d" becausc
both man 2nd sea share the generative
impulse and derive their powers from
the same source.

When Hemingway describes Santiagé
further, we are told that his face is
blotched with scars "as.o0ld as erosions
in a fishless desert." Nature, too,
has eroded through immemorial time, but
such geological changes do not destroy
it any more than biological changes
destroy man. If the deserts were once
seas, there are other seas, and so,
too, uf the passing of the generations
of men. Neither can resist change,
but in the order of things both are
permanent. Change, then, is the re-
sult of process, not the motive force
of process. As Santiago's voyage in
search of the marlin suggests, that
motive force is imaged by the primal,
almost mystical flux and reflux of the
gcenerative sea.

The pain and suffering Santiago
undergoes during his three day ordeal -
with the fish test his physical and
spiritual capacities to their limits.
His landing of the fish in the one
sphere, however, bet his victory \\
in the other. Through hys indomitable
will, Santiago affirms mé
to contend with the forces onto-
logical flux, to dominate the tcntin-
gencies inherent in that flux, and,
finally, give these endeavors worth
and meaning. Man cannot overcome bio-
logical change -- Santiago has grown old
and weak, and likely this is his last
agon -- but he can invest his existence
with dignity and worth by the exertion
of his will. Santiago as individual
must pass on, but as in Arthur of the
Round Table his memory will survive 1n
the young boy of the story.

's capacity

In his fiction, Hemingway exemplifies
his fulfillment of the task Eliot's pocm
Lad set for his generation of writers.
Aridity demanded fluidity, and Heming-
way's Gulf Stream and generative sea
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provided it in meaningful metaphors.

to consider a return to the Romantic
modes of past generations, and Eliot's
desert was a positivistic<desert. The
difference resides in Eliot’s partial
Romantic nostalgia and Hemingway's
discovery of a new perspective that
would accommodate positivism. Frag-
mentation, alienation, isolation and

. . disintegration became the watchwords

‘ for the Waste Land era, but Hemingway's
heroes could quest because he held a
strong belief in man's capacity to
reconcile himself to reality and rein-

A e g SR TN
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His tempered realism did not permit him

tégrate the self with some mianingfal ™

force. In The 01d Man and the Sea.that
¥ force is nothing less than the dynamic
; of the universe.
=; .
L
\ . V' Setected Poems of Eara Pound (New
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BY ROBERT ZOELLNER

v >

I have been aware for a long time that,
there isn't enough communication betweer
the sciences and the humanities. Last
week John Pratt and I happened to see a
recently published’bibliogrgphy on
Ken Kesey's One Flew Over the Cuckoo's
Nest. There must _have. been-100 or 150

_articles, and not ore (as far as I could

tell) dealf with the clinical, psychody-
namic, or behavioral dimensions of the
book. So I suppose it would be pre-
sumptuous of me to say that the scien-
tists need us literary types, but I
think we literary types really néed the
scientists. .

John Isaacs mentioned the way litera-
ture has been mucking up science, and he
cited what I think he would call over-
simplificaticns--the nice, linear con-
ceptualizations that give us food chains
and pyramids that don't pyramid. I was
struck by his comments because I sense,
that*when we deal with literature, we
seek out these oversimplifications.
Whatever the problems are for the scien-
tists we as human beings need these tre-
mendously simple vehicles for concept-
ualizations.-

English teachers spend a lot of time
studying this sort of thing. The
seventeenth- and eighteenth-century idea
of the great chain of being is just what
John Isaacs meant: it starts with God;
then there are the angels; down here are
the animals; and then, the crucial link
to the middleé--a little of both, spirit
and matter--man.

I suggest that great literature very
frequently carries this kind of concept-
ualization, almost schematic, very simple,
so that almost all the elements of the

work of art can be ordered in one way
L ¢
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or another around this kind of scheme.
1 had been aware of this for a long time,
and then I ran across a book, about six
or seven years ago, that has had a
tremendous influence on my thihking: .
Thomas S% Coon's The Structure of

Seientific Revolutions. Coon suggests
that science is determined by a
paradigm, by a way of seeing reality.
He talks about Ges*alt shifts in per-
ception that precipitate scientific
revolutions and about how any group

of scientists is governed by some

kind 'of perceptional paradigm. He

has some fairly compclling examples, -
compelling to even an English teacher--
for instance, the idea of a falling
body, 32 feet per second per second.

But if you were a medieval phil-
osopher, or one in Aristotle's time,
you saw a falling body as an entity
made by Ged and trying to fulfill its
nature. for you, the significant
parameter would be tue distance yet to
be traveled or the nearness to the
final point where the body would ful-
fill itself.

Now that's really an incandescent
example of paradigm, a way of seeing
things. Given two different paradigms,
you see two totally different worlds.
Coon has a particularly interesting
instance of a shift in perception:
people who previously had seen a ro:'
swing on the end of a rope, at some
moment in history, sudden.y saw a
pendulum. My favorite 1s the Scho-
lastic question, "What makes a wOving

body move?"” Well, it's got something
in it that a rock »° rest does not
have. What it has . 1t is Impctus. -

Tt's got impetus in 1t, and that takes
care of that!

on science is a little different from
that of a scientist. I would like to
rgconcile the scientists to literature
rather than the other way around. What's
implicit here, I think (as John Isaacs
pointed out) is that there's no such thing
as truth. We devise orderly formulations
that help us understand, but none of
them are true, and perhaps the saving
thing is simply to realize that they are
not.

Consider a paradigm that might be
pictured like this: first, a wavy

muniMions
stand,

%é /M‘é& o,
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horizontal line, ‘then a straight v.r-
tical line bisecting it. This is the
paradigm, I would suggest, out of

which Melville wrote Moby Dick. Let -
me suggest how it works.

There is a famous passage in the
book cited by all the scholars, in
which the crew of the Pequod has killed
the spérm whale, and then hoisted the
head up one side to they can get the
oil out of the case, but the Pequod is
canted over perilously. So a right whale
comes -long, and they kill him off and
hoist #is head on the otherside of the

&

In good time, Flask's saying proved
true, As before, the Pequod steeply
leaned over towards the sperm whale's
head, now though sorely strained, you
may weil believe. So, when on one side
you hoist in Locke's head, you go over
that »ay; but now, on the other side,
hoist in Kant's and you come back
again; but in very poor plight. Thus,
some minds forever keep trimming boat.
Oh, ye fooloish! throw all these thun-
derheads overboard, and then you will
float. light and right.

And right there we have a paradigm a
ship in counterpoise, balanced with John
Locke on one side and Immanuel Kant on
the other. That's a paradigm--almost--
of whether cne should major in philo-
sophy or not! I think Melville is saying,
"Don't; forget it."

Melville may have called the philoso-
phers thunderheads, but his thought ir
deeply influenced by polarities, dualities,
ways to see things. Essentially, what
John Locke meant for him was input. (One
of the things I like about Melville is
that all of his philosophy is Sunday-
supplement philosophy; literary artists
who make use of philosophy simplify it
pretty muach down to this level so it
will fit into the literary mode pf
discourse.) Locke is a representative of
the British empirica! school of thought,
and what they overwhelmingly say is
that the world impresses itself upon
us. 1n terms of sensation, we are
shaped by the world; an empirical
view of tlie world is, the enly one
that really counts.

Kant, on the other hand, representing
German idealism, are oppgsrte point of
view, says simply that to a large ex-

. ship so that the ship is balanced. Then tent, time--that great absolute of
You can see that my angle of vision Melville says: science--is relative and subjective;
.03
Q 40 \ .~ o -
: . by
ERIC g s ,
leéﬁma A 7’<i




ot we impose .time and space.
* \

{.These are two profoundly compelling
jdeas, that the world impresses- itseif
on us, or that we impress ourselves on
: the world. Now, those divisions suggest
= the beginning of a paradigm. _ <

At the beginning of Moby-Dick,swe
haven't gotten to the ocean, but we °*
) get to water fairly quickly. You remember
i that 1n his first chapter, Melville spends
some.time on people's fascination for .
3 water. He starts off, "Call me Ishmaely"

: and within three paragraphs he's saying,
in effect, now go out on a Sunday
afternoon and- take, a look at New York »
City. JIt's incredible; everypody S
wandering down to the seashore.
Bverybody's out of their housés, and
they wander down to the wharves, some
. of them clear down on the edge.of the
piers as if they all are going to dive
- ' in. What compels people to do this;
what is this fascination with water?
Near the end of the chapter, he asks,
) (Melville was always heavy when he
- questioned),

T,

Why is almost every robust healthy
boy with a robust healthy soul in him,
at some time Jor other crazy to go
to sea? Why upon your first voy-
age as a passenger, did you yourself
feel such a mystical vipration, when
first told that you and your ship
were now out of sight of land? Why
- did the old Persiancs hold the sea
holy? Why did the Greeks give it a
separate deity, and make him the
own brother of Jo..” Surely all
this is not wit ,ut'meamng.

—~

And then he comes to a crucial metaphor
that has to do with a fountain--not yet
with the ocean, but with a fountain, the
myth cf Narcissus.

Q
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+ And still deeper the meaning of
that story of Narcissus, who be-
cause he could not grasp the tor-
menting, mild image he saw in the
fountain, plunged into it and was
drowned. But that same image, .
we ourselves see in all rivers
and oceans. ¢

Thén the key sentence:
It is the image of the ungraspable

phantom of.life; and this is the
* Kkey to it all. )

B
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* Now if you examine his discussion
here,; you hear echoes of Kant and
Locke. We are moving from philosophy to
fountains, and from fountains we will
get to oceans. What he's Saying,
essentially, is that the image of
Narcissus is dominantly a Kantian imgge.
Narcissus looked into the fountain, that
is, he looked at exterior reality. " And
the water image suggeésts reality as a
changing thing, not very stable. In
that fountain he ‘. his own veflection;
he saw himself. You hear the echo
of Kant. )

-

When we look into nature, what do we
see?

We see ourselv=$, and if i1t istrue,

as :Kant suggested, that we impose or
nature the shape and form of our own
mental processes’, then indeed Narcissus
is an_act of self=love for he sees him-
self in the external woxld and pursues
himself in the external world.

/

Melville says that this image of
Narcissus is the key to it all, and
I'm not the first critic to suggest
that he was talking directly to the o
reader and saying that the underlying
structure of Moby-Dick could be under-
stood as*an extension of the Narcissus
myth.

One of the terrifying things about
both Kant and Locke, wher handled in
terms of these dualities, is that they
both suggest that reality, the stable

thing we deal with every day, is in - 7

some way deceptive, false; and untrue--
that is, if it's true that the ordering
ideas of the world are imposed by the
mind, then we make the world. (Given a
realistic self-estimate, anybody would
have to be disturbed by that! -

This idea suggests that reality is
deceprive, that we live in a woxld of
false color. Melville in Moby-Dick deals
mostly with white. He deals with white
in the albino whale because he is so
terrified by the idea that, for instance,
the g{een in the exit sign here, the red N
in my tie--these are harlot colors.
"Laid on from without," he says, painted
there by the mind.

The red is in your eye, the green is

in your eye--it's not really cut there ;

t all; hence, what most of all compels
us 1n the world, its beauty and its
esthetic coherence, we create. The great
question is, what lies uncerneath? If
we create the sensuous, esthetically
cohgrent world in which we live--then

ts 41
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what lies underneath?
Melville's answer was whiteness, a
palsied, sick whiteness--'"a colorless

- all-color of atheism from which (any

rational man must) shrink." He made the -
albino, white whale the central, cos-
mically constitutive symbol for that

_terrifying reality that may underlie ¢

nature.

That's all philosophy. How did
Melville put it together in terms of
Moby-Dick? Well, he uses the sea as a
conceptual metaphor. A number of
novelists have been compelled by what
Willa Cather calls the novel denue the
unfu. “ished novel, the stripped-down
novel. She sought this stripped-down
world, I think, for the reason we all
seek rather stark and simple land-
scapes occasionally. And, of course,
the sea is the supreme example. In
a stark stripped-down ‘world, with trees
gone, with all sorts of colors re-
duced, one gets closer to, the cssen-
tial verities of life.

Fenimore Cooper did the same thing
in The Prairie, in a rather amusing way.’
He takes people out in the middle of - -
the Great American Desert, a thousand
miles from anybody. Leatherstocking
wanders in on the scene, and, within
about 15 pages, some 40 people show
up in a remote Grand Central Station. -
But Cooper has his stripped-down world.

However, the world of the prairic
cannot match the sea for raw simplicity.
Part of the‘primal attraction of the
ocean has to be that one can simply
say, "Now I'm down to the bare bones,
the bare, raw bones of reality. This
is the essence of things, if any
essence there is.” So, on the most

obvious level, like Cooper and Cather, |

7

-~

»

~

Melvil:ie uses the sea in its unfurnished
sense. One of the things that compelled
Melville--because of his preoccupation

. with perception, with the falsity of

colors--was what might be called the
phenomenal opacity of reality. The

way it-is hidden--by color, by shape and
by form--so that while we have a per-
ception of the thing, we have a terrible
time realizing or intuiting what the
thing might be in itself, the thing.as
it is before the human mind shapes it..

. “ ! '.
come to one of tbe'kev elements in

Moby-Dick, which ‘occurs again and again:
simply, that the sea is transparent.
ville combines the idea of transparence
with a pastoral idea. He taiks about .
the sea as a metaphor. He speaks of
plankton in their great swaths as "these
great meadows"; he talks about "these
blue hills and these Salisbury piains of
the sea." Again and again in M.by-Dick,
éven thougl. this is a sea novel,. Melville
writes--though so cleverly one doersn't
notice it--sbout the sea as though it we
were land. With this difference: at sea,
the realities of the land become trans-
parent. But what does he glimpse as
underlying realtity?

v

. Moby-Dick talks about the sea

Mel-

In all of his booke, frou BN
there are cons.antly passage: . "3
catch a glimpse of some white %.
and

the transparent sea resembles whif-
ness, the -colorless all-color. Th
. transparency of the sea is a device
suggest the.intuitive level of cons.
ness where we do begin t6 sense the
reality of things independent of ourselves.

. 1

? The sea is also reflective. Over

by water for this reason} in the way we
" dre fascinated by mirrpys. The sea is
‘reflective dany times in the book, just
as in the.Narcissus fountain when Ishmael
looks out at the ocedrn, and in cgme’
_sense the ocean reflects on him, and he
sees himself in the water. .

Vand over in Moby-Dick, :e are fascinated

-~

Ahab speaks toward the end of the
book of the linked analogiec$ and’ cunning
duplicates between the inner and outer

-worlds. In so doing, he's articulating
in terms of water, in terms of the ocean,
this primal, utterly profound sense
that all of us have of inner and outer,

.me here and me out there. And’"so the
reflective element builds a paradigm
here.

He used other devises, too, because he
was so concerned with the surface of
things, .the appearances and the per-
ceptions that may lie under the surface.
He was fascinated with the creatures
of the sea, and he spcaks again and
again in Moby-Dick of, for instance,

"the dainty, embellished shape of the
most vicious and insensate of sharks,

" "this paradoxical] blending in sea

. animals of exquisite colors and shapes
and forms with the kind of terrible
perspicacity that at least as an

English professor I've never gotten .

used to.

8




Melville furnished his ocean with
_ idyls. He talks, though not in Moby~
Dick, about an island rising up into the

. “clouds. He suggests that thé islands
. - in the ocean (an old symbolism, of
7, course, not confined to Melville)

convey & sense of innerness and in-
sularity; he writes that "as :his
appalling ocean surrounds the verdant
land, so in the sail of man there lies
one insular Tahiti, full of peace and
joy, but encompassed by all the » -rors
of the half-known life." In ma: re
" is something that rises above the
level of the surface of the ocean, as a
volcanic island might, and that*t separates
man and isolates him from this terrille-

: bio 10%1331,21;0& thattetalks about
| —all the time. .

He also talks about divers in Moby-

Dick. Ishmael Speaks of diving into the
- researches of whaling. Tashtego takes

a dive, into the whale's head, as you

remember; then the head breaks loose

and starts its_own dive. Queequeg

then performs a kind of caesarean sec-

tion on the head and rescues Tashtego.

v

Melville uses this diving motif and
suggests constantly that there is some-
thing in man more than the biological
that gives us directness and elevation
so that we indeed dive into the ocean.
The word must come up on most every

Q C
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Aruitoxt provided by Eic:

page of Moby-Dick in one way or another:
dive into the ocean; dive through appear-
ances and confront what is under the
ocean; find out what's there.

All of this is an attempt, I think,
to order reality and to give to the
philosophical imponderables of Kant and
Locke a kind of tactile reality. Finally,
and ultimately, Melville sees the sea as
a symbol for the way we are. Perhaps
this touches, at the deepest level,
man's constant preoccupation with the
sea., He has a passage near the end of
the book, just before Moby Dick is

The

He talks about the
firmament of the sea; listen to the
metaphors he uses, lovely language just
before the great three days' chase:
It was a clear steel-blue day. The
firmaments of air and seu were
hardly separable in that all-pervad-
ing azure; only, the pensive air
was transparently pure and soft, with
a woman's look, and the robust and
man-like sea heaved with long, strong,
lingering swells, as Samson's chest in
his sleep.

Hither, and thither, on high, glided
the snow-white wings of small, unspec-
kled birds; these were the gentle

thoughts of the feminine air; but to
and fro in the deeps, far down in
the bottomless blue, rushed mighty
leviathans, swordfish, and sharks;
and these were the strong, troubled,
murderous thinkings of the masculine
sea.

There is an important, recurring
metaphor here; Melville again and again,
as he sets up, touches on primal thihgs.
The metaphor is sexual; this is 2 mar-
riage of the feminine and the mas-
culine.

mascéuline and feminine thoughts, and it's
very clear that what Melville is doing
here is making a final resolution of the
iremendous tensions that run through
Moby-Dick. The mild and the minatory

in nature are being married and finally
resolved.

This, of eourse, is one of these
terribie oversimplifications and happy
resolutions that I suspect John Isaacs
would object tgo, but what Melville is
saying, finally, is that the world is
false. We have looked into the ocean

as Narcissus looked in the fountain.
What we see reflected there is our
own minds and our own selves at the
deepest level.

I
The creatures of the-sea amd
————thoseof the air are articulated in

sighted--a bri apter—calléd "The
——-Symphony" that suggests a reconciliation

,of disparate elements.




Angles of Vision:
Or, As We Say at Sea,
__ Shots for-a Fix—

BY WILLIAM APPLEMAN WILLIAMS

Life, as contrasted with existence, —
begins with words. Hence, now as then,
we begin with the word sea. Those of
you who have been at sea know that it
is not what it appears to be: it is
not simply the exterior surface of a
slightly squashed sphere. The best way
I know of conveying to you the true

nature of the sea--and hence of being
at-sea=-is to comparc it to the Mobius
Stv 1[)

Like the sea, the Mobius strip is a
very simple and a very complicated -ex-
perience. I think it would b: most
useful foi you, the ‘reader, to make one
before 1 talk about it as a wz’ of under-
standing the sea.

In one sense, of course, tie Mob1ius
strip is an exercise in elementary
geometry Get hold of a piece of repular’
typing paper, 8% by 11 inches, and cut
a strip along the 11 inch edge about
half an inch wide. Now hold the left
end of that in your left hand, then w1th
your right hand twist the right end 180°. e
Next, carefully bring the right end (now
twisted) back to the left end and with a
touch of glue bind them together. You
should noy have what is illustrated to
the left. .

Next take a pen or pencil and put an
X on the Mobius strip, and then carefully
trace a path along the middle of the strij
until you return to the X. As you will
now have learned, if you did not know
before, there 1s but one side even though
tbat one side moves inside and outside.

That is what it means [ suggest to
yon, to be .1t sea. It means to be on
the inside as well as on the outside, and
yet always to be vn the same side. {t




is a paradox worthy of our awe and wonder
Hénce we want to find out where we are.
If you are at sea, that is to say, you
want a fix.

LR Ty

) o

But do we get in on the inside or on
the outside? There is a great temptatinn
to try to find it on the inside.
?f?—4—"——'““”ﬂﬁ‘tﬁif’ﬁf‘f?héET' booze, cocaine, sex,

i or the addiction to a possessively in-

; ) dividualistic career in the marketplace.
Or to th2 equally possessive addiction
to a few others who think as we do. But
I want to suggest that ‘the only place to
get a true f£ix is on the outside: to
learn from others rather than to think
that one can find oneself inside oneself.

SpEmeana KM KATrr

So we are back to being at sea. When
you are at sea you are defined by two
irreducible elements: space and time.

. . -You are reduced to working with a piece
of paper upon which are printed lines
representing time in the hope that you
can define space. The printed lines

_represent longitude and latitude, con-
ventions that we have all agréed upon
in order to find ourselves. But we can
not find ourselves even with those con-
ventions unless and as we use another
convention called time. Put it bluntly:
charts come down to time. So how do we
make time? We make it outside ourselves.

To find ourselves, that is, we must
take shots- {(measure the angle) of the
sun, the moon, and various planets and

N stars. Those angles will appear upon
our chart as our lines drawn at various
angles to the printed lines upen the
chart. Unless you know the time that
you took those shots, however, those
lines to the planets, stars, and so
forth will be meaningless. They will

. be random scribbles upon a piece of

paper.

o % T 82
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We all _ Right there  You-ave—fized—You—are o

But if you know the time, then those
lines will intersect in such a way as to
leave a small, still center. The smaller
the center, the better you Kknow where you
ars. Ideally, all the shots that emerge
on your chart as lines intersect to form
a dot. Then you truly know where you are.

longer at sea, you are in and of the sea..
Javing done it, I can only say Amen.”

. Z&éoéa;%/

i

So here we are: standing on the burn-
ing deck with nothing more than 2 sextant
in hand. The sextant is your mind engaged
with literature, and 1 suggest that you
take these five shots to place yourself
in the oceian of truth.

A

First. Look at the relationship between
the crew and the ship!

Second.  Look at the folntlonship between
the ship and the sea.

*

Third. Look at the relationship betwecun
the crew and the sca.

Fourth. Look at the sea itself as a
Spinozian network of relationships:

with the .sea and between the sea and
ourselves.

Fifth. Look at how the writer deals with

all those relatioaships. -

I am sure that you see that I am -~
suggesting that literature (in all its
forms) provides us with the sun and the
moon and the planets and the stars whereby
we get our fix. Five shots for a fix.

The relationship between the crew axd
the ship.

Let us begin with W. H. Auden telling
us, in his ode to Melville, how the ship
confronts and confines the crew with the P
essence of life. °

"Evil is always unspectacular and

alwavs human,. And shares our bed and

eats at our own table, And we are 4
introduced to- Goodness every day,
Even in drawing rooms among a crowd
of faults; He has a name like Billy
and ss almost perfect But wears a
stammer like a decoration: And every-
time they meet the same thing has to
happen; It is the Evil that is helpless
like a lover And has to pick a yuarrel
and succeeds, And both are openly
destroyed before our eyes."

Then there is a man who is not taught
or read in the classroom, but [ suggest
he tells us much we need to ~now: Hartin
Dibner recounting the way a captain talks
about his wounded ship and his shaken
crew:

"paige inspected his damaged ship...
She had always been a taut and happy
ship....Now the sight of her ruptured
decks saddened the men. They slung




1
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there hammocks on the open decks cr
slept sprawled on thin blankets in
the hot spaces below. Paige did

or human ffilures due to gunfires,
wet pants....You've been patient and
polite, Liedtenant Doorn.

what he could to comfort his men, ___—vyour—fucking—admirzI'my Ship will be

> ———walking—among-thom and Speaking

lightly. His presence was all they
asked of him.... '

"Sick bay corpsmen labored to frne
the remains of men glued by blood
and sun -to the steel sides of open
gun nests. Flesh tore badly from
the twisted metal....Paige finally

+ came face to face with Turret Three,
unwilling to admit to himself he had
been avoiding it. .
"He stood silent before the gaping

- hole. It was hard to believe one
bomb could do that much damage....
The weakened girders presented a

serious threat to the ship's structural-

Antegrity—and He knew then he would
have to do something about it and do
it fast...."

And in that mood he spoke to the young

lieutenant sent aboard by the task force

commander with*orders to be ready to sai!.

.

Q
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llave you seen Turret Three? Ysu
could run the whole Jap fieet through
it and not scrap paint...And only God
Almighty in His .nfinmite w.-dom hnows
how that torpedo went through the
starboard side of the hull at the
waterline and came out the portside
without damaging a hair of anyone's
head or even so much 1s cracking a
cup and saucer.... -

"My évaps are shot....Half my <earch-
lights are smashed ®ind once this
bucket gets underway 1 doubt that

her damaged deck and ht’! plates can
stand the strain....l won't bother
you with the details of turbine....

. ‘84
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ready to get underway at 0600."

Jecond:  The relationship between the
ship and the sea.

Here we must start with John Mase-
field's long poem about The Wanderer, a
ship that initially thought it was su-
pericr to the sea but finally came to
She was launched

tert.- with the sea.>

as "the finest ship in dack," and

“Rode the great trachwa, Lo wue sea...
Already gone before the stars were
gone....To trample billows for a

. bhundred days. ..'"

.

But a ship so arrogant as to i1magine
that she could trample billows for a
indred days must learn to love the sea
or die. And The wanderer ailmost died.
The <eua <ent her back to port agarn and
dagain, bu’ 1n the process she learned
"to moan a little as she swayed." And
tn the process she camé® to love the sea,
to be in and f thé™Sea. And ye21% later

she sighted once again

.

.

"Come as of old a Qheen, untouched
bv Time, Resting the beauty that no

Now go tell _ man could—tire;—Sparkling, as though .

the midnight's rain were rine. like

a man's thought transfigured .nto

fire."” -

.

After that there is no place to go but
to John Fowles, writing about Shipwreck,
that ultimatg encounter between the ship
and the sea.™

"I think it goes deeper, into a kinhd
of Freudian double identification,
in which the wrath of_ the sea is
interpreted both as super-ego and as
id....A wrecking sea is part of what
" we all dream ourselves to be every
night; and the ship becomes our own -

_ __puhy-calculations, our repressions,

our compromises, our kowtowings to
cgnvention, duty and a dozen other
igcls of the top-hamper we call
civilization.... .

"The other great nexus of metaphor
and feeling is the ship itself. o
Kuman invention, with all its
associated crafts in building and
handling, has an older history....
That is why we have sexed it without
ambiguity...which,1n the context
casts the sea, the dominance of Nep-
tune, as raper, berserker, Bluebeard."

We:are sad, Fowles concludes, that tke
imagery may be--surely is--sexist; but no
other has the power of these poetics.

Which brings us to the relationship be-
tween the crew and the sea.

Where else to begin but with Edgar
Allen Poe's eerie account of "A Descent
Into the Maelstrom." [t 1s a classic
account of the recognition that life 1s
found 1n bein® in and of the sea.” The

85

- 47




WERR) e AT A o
s N

.,

protagonkst is aboard a small ship being
carried inexorably into a giant vortex.

"It was not a new terror that thus
affected me, but th: dawn of a more

. exciting hope....1 no longer hesitated
what to do. [ resolved to lash myself
securely to the water-¢ask upon which
I now held, te cut it loose from the
{boat), and to throw myself with it
into the sea....(And, after descending

sider first. the relationship between Ed
Ricketts and Joel Hedgpeth as tutors to
John Steinbeck. I do not think that
Steinbeck would have done half so'well
without the long hours with those men who
knew the sea and had committed themselves
to it with a kind of passion rever mus-
tered afte~ they had moved out of his
1i€e,

But that is debagggng,so_cons1der"‘

part way into the whirlpool, he find __ _Willard-Bascom. 8 Here he is telling us

/’_’[{ﬂfflﬁ_iayﬁd«)-——?hc*smm , the

winds gone down, and the full moon was

setting radiantly in the west, when I

found myself on the surface of the

ocean. .

Poe.thus anticipates Joesph Conrad 1n
Lord Jim, and Stephen Crane in '"The Open
Boat." Conrad has the talent, and the

. Dhecessary ego, to encapsulate Por. Stein
tells Marlow that when one is at sea, it
is necessary to surrender to the sea 1n
order to survive. 'Yes, strictly speak-
ing," Marlow replies, "the question is
not how to get cured, but how to live."

That exchange can be read as a Dpre-
view of Aullen's perception about the crew
and the ship; but also of Fowles's insight
that the sea is the grand metaphor for
life as a combination of Good and Evil,
2nd that we live only as we achnowledge
the reality and the power of Evil. So
let us, in conclusicn, look at

The Sea Itself.

: liere we must distinquish berween three
angle. from which to view the ses: the
scient1fic, the ¢ tiona., and Trom the
perspective of mars tplace 1nstitutions
and practices.

Directly and ndirectly, the scientists
have given u some fine literature. €un-

48 E$€3

about the primeval encounter between the
sea-and the land.

[ e (siall s
mtfr wa(m W

"The sea attacks relentlessly....

It collects the energy of tnstant
winds and transports it across thou-
sands ~f miles of open oceuns as
quietly rolling swells. On nearing
the shore this calm disguise is
suddenly cast off, and the waves rise
up in angry breakors, hurling them-
selves against the land in final
furious assault. Turbulent water,
green and white, is flung against

sea cliffs and forced into the crachks
between the rocks to disi-dge ‘hem.
“When the pieces fdll +h¢ churning
water grinds them against each other
to form sand; the sand already on the
beach melts-away before the onslaught.”

JOr if you want to read the pure
scientist caught up in the passion of
his work, go read Arthur Pearse reporting
on the awesome symbiosus between the
grunion and the tide.
. No wonder that the 11teraty are trans-
ported into poetry.
o
Consider HenryVWadswo:*h Longfellow
—talking about th 8 tide as a metaphor for
life and death: .
"The tide rises, the tide falls,
The twilight darkens, the curfew
calls....The little waves, with their
. soft, white hands,.Efface the foot-
prints in the sands....The nocning
breaks; the steeds in ’helr stalls
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler
calls....And the tide rises.

Next hear Emily Dickinson talk about -
the magic of the landlubber going co
sea:

-

"Exhultation is the going Of an
inland soul to the sea....Can the
sailor understand The divine in-
toxication Of the first league out
from land?" .

And so to e. ¢. cummings:

7‘ "When god lets my boday be....

(i want my.. .)

heart (to be)

with the bulge and nuzzle of the sea."

But the corporations have little under-
standing of the "bulge and nuzzle of the
sen.”'13" The enormous power of corporate
capitalism (1n 1ts academic or industrial
sharksins) has nox declared that it is
possible to be 7n but not of the sea. The
¢lessic American idiom.! ‘




But ponder your mobius strip, -And—— "7

remember that if you—cut it down the

. ——middle you destroy the awe and wonder.

And then go back to Thomas Jefferson.
He had one great moment.
into my head," he wrote (and rewro.e)
James Madison on September 6, 1789:

"The question Whether one generation

. of men has a right to bind another....

'that the earth Belongs in usufruct

to the living:' that the dead have

neither powers nor rights over it. 15

Translated into our idiom, that means
simply that (we) leave as much as you can
(we) can for your daughters and scus.’
That holds as good for universities as
for corporations. It will not do to say
that Jefferson flurked the coupse with
Blacks, with Women, with the First Amer-
icans. If you are looking £or ekcuses do
not come to me. My code as a historian
is to offer you no way out. As a his-
torian I know that many, many women and
men have told us both the name of the
game and the current score: my firct
responsibility is to inform you of those
truths. My second 1s to say te yo. that
we do know what to do. 1t is up" to you
to do 1t. 4

I hope you now recognize that I have
been talking about communi¥y. Community
‘is the only fix that ends the need.tor.a
fix. Take that anyway you choose. You

and you, You and me, or the sea and us.

" Individual liberation is tut a means to
the creation of a community. Community
with the sea s the grand metaphor for
the rcality. of comnunity upon the earth
among éach of us the living. In that
" primeval sense, ecology is but another
word for the revolution we have yét to
_ make. ;

I

A subject comes

ﬂ_,,,_———~"““’#—"/
So be it: make your choice. Remain
at sea, or become in and of the sea. The
second option 1is extremely difficult, and
has to be made each hour of your life.
llence you will need all the literature you
can get. Perhaps, indeed, literature is
the ultimate fix.

1. This continous one-sided surface was
first ¢onceived by August Ferdinand
Mobius, mathematician, pioneer in
rcpology, and theoretical astronomer.
The eeriness of the construction is
turther revealed by cutting the form
down the center line.

)
2. The vertical angle to the star, etc.
1s measured with a sextant and the
.time s noted: those¢ two numbers
are the k2y to -he subsequent cal-
culatiens that tell the navigator
where to draw the linc on the chaxt.

3. W. 1. Auden, "lerman Melville (For
Lin.oln Kirsten)," lines 17-26.

1. M. Dibne~, The Admiral (New York:
vantam Books, 1968), 11-12, 17-18.

S. J. Masefield, "The Wanderer,” lines
13-14, 19, 35, 233-236.

6. Shipwrek. Text by John Fowles.
Photegraphy by the Gibsons of Scilly
(Boston; lattle, Brown, 1975),
unpaged, but pp. 8, 9, of the
"Introduction."

-

E. A. Poe, "A Descent Into the
Maelstrom,' in The Complete Poems
wiad ﬁtories of Edgar Allan Poe, Ed.
hy A 1. Quinn and E. H. O'Neill
(New York: A. A. Knopf, 2 Vols.,
1946), 1:352-353. :

W. Bascom, Waves. and Beaches. The
Dynamics of the Ocean Surface (Garden
City: Anchor Books, 1964),1.

A, Pearse, Animal Ecelogy (New York:
McGraw lill, 1926).

H. W. Longfelldw, "The Tide Rises,
the Tide Falls," lines 1-2, 8-9,
11-12, 18 ]

-E. Dickinson, "J. 76,'" lines 1-2,

6-9.

e. e. cummings, ''Wheu God lets My
Body Be,'" lines 1, 12-13,

-y

Examine, for example, any of the
centcrfold advertizements Ly firms
like Mob1l.

Op this central matter of the
American sense of Time and thstory

. see, as a start, the following 1tems:

l.. Baritz, City on a Hill. A History
of Ideas and Myths in America (New
York: John Wiley, 1964); W. Susman,
"The Persistance of American Reform,"
in American Reform:* the Ambiguous *
Legacy, Ed. by D. Walden (Yellow
Springs, Ghio: f.p., 1967); and
W. A. Williams, America Copfronts a
Revolutionary' World® 1776-197€
(New York: William Morrow, 1976).
r~
A. lLaing, "Jefferson's Usfruct
Princivle," Tae Nation (July 3,
1976), 7-16. ’
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When. I was invited to deliver this
paper, 1 promised myself that I would
avoid an analysis of the processes, which
20 1nto the composition of the poetry 1
have written about the sea. Or an analy-
sis of my growing dependence on the %ea‘t
as the primary source for my themes.

As you will learn~later, the transfor-
mation of the stuff of my world into
poetry is a bit of a mystery to me, as

I think it is ‘for many poets. And as
for ay dependence on the sea as a theme,
it would take me too long to chart the
journey from my first home in the East
to my present commitment to Seal Rock,

a village ten miles south of here (New-
port) where I have been putting down
r.ots far the last twelve years. My
promis. to avoid analysis, of course,
means that I am left with demonstration.
I said to myself, scmehow I must show .
what my current love affair with Seal
Rock (that ocean, ‘that particular stretgh
of beach, the coastsl streams, and tire
people there) means to me. Demonstra-
tion is poems: from them I hope you
will get a concrete’sense of what the
whole incredible experience called the
Oregon coast is to one writer.

However, before I get into the Seal
Rock material, 1 want to make several
observations about my earlier poems in
relation to my present ones. Both
carly and present Joems were written '
from. the same impulses.  As you will see
latér, 1 have always believed that in-
order to write well about the natyraf
world I begin with what I have termed an
act of true attention. If I look hard
enough, -the things of this world look
back. There is reciprocity. Where and -
how L developed- that sense, I am not
sure, although I suspect it derives from
my earliest experiences in the country-
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side in PennSylvanla where I was ralsed
I loyed outdoors more than in. T was a
persistent roamer® and observer of .the
meadows, €ields, woods; sstreams in and
arbund the village of Edepn outside of
Lancaster?

st111 I belxeve'lt s there. -, Thls then
issmy first poirt:

when’ I began to write about my first
home! .

-
.

¢ -So, althdﬁgh I dare not take
the.time to réad any of the earlier poems
to demonstrate the continuity-ip my work,

as a poel 1 ‘am react-
ing to my environment now just as I did -

Still, on looking back over the early

poenms, before the Seal Rock experience,

it is interesting to see how “few of their

images derived froém the sea,-or from the

rivers, or from the waterman ‘and tide-

wateT people-I also knew as a child from

the many summers I spent with relatives
in Virkinia. This is probakly due to
the commitment % plage in my work.
ing the wrltlng'nf the first book, I

writing about the rural land-locked

‘spent days at ouf old cabin at the coast:

landscape, wherg I lived, went to school,

made most of my friepds.
did I learn to,see, clearly and come to
terms with Sea‘ Rock and to transfer my
allegiances from the east to the west,
from the village of Eden (and tidewater
Virginia) to the tidewater reaches of
the Alsea River and the O: :gon coast.
This, then, is my second« «point: it's
obvious to me that I must learn to know

Only gradually

a place thoroughly before I can meaning-

fully explore it.

’

But now, as I promised, demonstratich.

Tteis the‘txtle poem. “Not Every
year," from my first book. It is the

last poem in the fifth and final section.

And I ¢an see gow (as some of the
reviewers-did. too) that it's an appro-

|

Dur- ’

priatt end toja book that starts with my. B

childhood! .exploring the themes of death
and loss, but which works its way toward
a resolutiont of those themes in the ac-
ceptance of the qiew physical and symbolic
home” with my wife and children in Oregon.

NOT EVERY YEAR
) I
A part of me . .
Stood aside,

Watching the other part
Help you bargain for gulls:

. One hundred and forty feet
Of ocean front, a layer of duff,
Kinnikinnick, and huckleberry.

Distractdéd, walking between )
The bushes, I pinched their berries,
Licking my fingers, waving

vay the kids, counting
sulls, but not rooms.

The real me was there
All right, beside the¢ real
You, the desert ocean
Ebbing, a low fog

. Hiding the kids

~ Under the cliff.

v

Il

At first, we slept

In their rusted bed,

Behind the, curtains

They'd hung for walls.

The storm outside rose.in tempn.
The panes Pf the windows

Bent in and out

With every gust; how far

We saw by the candle's flame

- Swaying against the glass.

Later -we ﬂalked

The beach; you in a flimsy,
Rose-colored sleeping gown,
Your shoulders draped.

This was to be our perch
As it was ‘our summons.
|

And the wicker‘chairs
That creaked like harness? .
I sat up half the night,

_pushing down and out
‘With my bare feet.

The windows stared in their frames.
I wanted a wheel in my hands.

}If 1 could steer, 1 thought,

Bring her round, and make

Her c¢limb the gales. .,

ITI

Not every morning
Fortuitols with light:
Stirring the doused
Fire inside *he grate,
We empty and then--—
Reset ;he “rusted cans
Around the chimney's corners,
Watching the windows weep,
The déck outside, .

Al

_€ircling the siding,

Planing into the mist;
The gulls strnktlng
Her pcak, echoing
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The scund the dogs
Make at the cover.

Nor gvery year

A pure migration:

The Whales already .
In early March. swimming

i North inside theix, summer.
2 B,; whére have thé children gone?
o Y J

My brother writes: €
L In ggpenhagen the moon

L This spring is drawing

I His children away and south.

. » What does it mean?

I answer:
Now and then
‘ Ours begin to relax
R.. . And read each other's faces.
Today, after a week-___
0f rain, they complaim
Of being confined.
Their radio blares,
But their games Lo
— Develop substance.

A hut

The kids

Built -- .
Aban@®¥ned

Weeks

Before.

Here are the walls

The cglor of weathered stakes.
And here the window | ‘
The color of isinglass;

The door, a dark

Square: no color there.

ézamdto
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The monotonous surf

(A permanent blue)

Ditto the milky a,.tes, :
The tide pools brown with kelp,
The strong translucent grays
O0f cove, creek, and bar.

Only the black cxows
Are really marglnal,
Flying and cry1ng
Every season.

Mutual and endlecs
- The duplication
Of vegetable, mineral, .
Bird,. and- fish.
The sea last week -
Resembling the one to come: .
The one in March
The same as the year before.

<
g - . -
“Although I promised no analysis, let
me discuss two sections in that poem
which seem to me now 1mportant The
f1rst is:

(1%

v 184

That otner beach *
Beyond the cretk.
C A narrow stretch of rock.
Its razorback a jam -
0f weathered logs
{In rcunds, poles, and slabs)
Choked with sand and grass.
This in a surprising August
0f sudden, low barometers
And stiffly falling hail
That caught me cold,
Tired, and hungry,
- A’ mile from home.

‘ Depleted, .
I waited, ; B
Hunched .
Inside

’ E MC ‘
. TR
¢ 4 .\

Down wind, down wind! .
Look, look. .2
\But no one heard.)

The ravens, the ravens!

Fishing the leeward surf,

They cut my line of sight,

Rocking from trough to trough.

One wave, one wave! -

They followed but one wave.

v

We came@in the end

To love even the fear
And boredoimn, that turned
Our meanings inside out:

’ -

. The real me was there

“All right, beside the real

- You, the desert ocean

Ebbing, a low fog
Hiding the kids
Under the cliff.

It's the expression: the desert ocean.
How I came by that I'm not sure. But

I think it's linked with my interest in
another theme in a long poem I wrote
about the death of my friend, John
Breitenback, on Mt. Everest. In that
prem, "Elegy for Jake," I explore the
relationship between the dangerous
journeys men like Jake undertake and the
kind of psychic chances taken by the
artist. 1 quoted from Hopkins:

. ~ 94 5.
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© = "—Our meanings insideoutT "

The mind, the mind has mountains,
Cliffs of fall...no man fathomed,
_ Hpld thgy\fheap...who ne'er hung

*  there . :

~ —
And T envoked-the memories of four ex-
plorers: Maliory, Shakleton, Lawrence,
Doughty. Two men who, te paraphrase
Conrad, went into the waste pIhces of

* ice ang. snow and two who explored the
Arabian desert. About them I wrote:

Interior, the deserts where they
worked;
- Luminous, their downward curv1ng pain.

All journeys are inward, whether in the

Antarctic, the Arabian Peninsula, or on

the Pacific. But can the sea be thoughli
as a desert? Of course not, but I

thThk gd#fat metaphor reveals a percep-

~tion of mine which gets elaborated at

the end of '""Not Every Year."

"We came in the end
To love even the fear
And -boredom, that turnsd

of life, small and large, atvthe verge
of, the sea, on the beaches, in the
coastal streams. I would like to work
my way into that material, but in the -
past as well as the present, more often
than not, I am reacting to and writing
about the terror, the force'and strength
of the sea, its stqrms and their destruc-
tiveness, even the horror of what it~
throws up, - expels, as in this short

poem, called Kelp "

-

o %@M
wWith an

~

Demonstration. B «

This time the poem is about a friend
of mine who drowned at sea off Waldport, .
Oregon, in July 1966. The .prose section :
which explained the origin of this poenm, :
and which I wrote to accompany the poem
in Americun Poets in 1976, is too long
to read, but let me skerglt the personali-
ty of my friend and some of the "events"
which led to his death. . They are impor- L
tant because they made it possible for . o
me to understand.the- mean1ng of our—-
loss and, I would add, somethlng of the
cparacter of this region.

Born in Boston; Robert Blanchard came
to the west coast with his family when
he was a kid. His father drank, and that
was held against Bob. The old man was, v
a carpenter of sorts and a housemover, '
and he_taught Bob.his trade, I .guess,
under the houses he moved, sitting in
the shade with a case of beer. But”
Blanchard, himself, was good at his work.
He’put in long hours and seldom drank,
and yet the®established builders on the

»

- The monotonous”surf
X permanent blue)
Ditto the milky agates, -

. And : o,

Mutual and endless

The duplication

Of vegetable mineral,

“ Bird, and fish. c -

The sea last week

Resembling the one to come:

The one in March

The same as the year before.

That, of course, is only one side of
the coin. . The other, which I must admit
I have not really begun to develop, is .
my feeling for the riapness and variety

54

its holdfast gone; its every last

Rawhide tentacle <torn by the high N
tides

And the yinter storms' demented
beatings,

The kelp, lcosened, will slowly sur-
face

Inside the coves --tumbling ton by
ton,

Out of the great waves, across the
sand. -

©

What a welter, what a ferment of .
calls

And knotted mounds of excrementitous
Horrow: look, 160k there, and there!
Such dotage, in brilliant moonlight
too. ’

e

Jen.

coast considered Hina marginal crafts=-— "~
It's also true that there jisn't

much of a living to be made moving ~
houses on the thinly populated Oregon
coast. So he specialized in new founda-
tions for old houses whose rutted tim-
bers were letting them down. He built

one for us. A foundation.” But most of
his work it seemed to me was for widows
who needed some jerry-built back room

on theirx.aging houses jacked up and set
level; or, for pvor couples who bought

a shack and wanted it shifted to a va-
cant lot they'd gotten for peanuts in .
the boondocks. His reputation was good
with the widows and the poor, but as "
villie Loman said, not really good.” The
community generally ignored him.

But he meant everything to my wife and

-

N

&>
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2 and mountains inland better than anyone
I've met. He had to.' It was his sur- - L
vival and it had been.since childhood.
S5¢al R

Fm ,w 5%
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What happened that afternoon and
i —one_really knows. le was

He was a powerful man. About 6'2",
ith shoulders and hips:like a halfback.
-And he seemed indestructible, even thoygh
he took a lot of chances no matter what
he was doing. Shortcuts, really, to
‘save some dough, He gambied in other
ways. I think he poached, but this is
not unusual on the coast.  Many of the
men get to doing it to feed their fami- °

lies in the lean months when there's no
work in the—forest;

"%‘ré..

— 2 /
me wifen we settled in on the coast. He the mouth is rough And beyond the bar, So Waldport did a lot of gue551ng, .
" taught me some carpentry and a little the sea-should be flat for a 14 footer, and the mean little church was jammed and 0
bit abodt mortar and bricks. And I like. a pond, and the weather good, na the preacher had his audience. My wife
learfied to scrounge, not because I was - wind to speak of. and I drove over the mountains and down .
-broke, but because it was a way of life - - - . the Alsea for the service ang the burial.
. with Blanchard and he hated extravagance. Blanchard went over the bar on a ° . But before they took him to the tiny ’
~ Make do, Ne said. de taught me other beautiful Sunday in July. He had a cemetery in-the backypods on the-hill
things. Where and how to clam, how too" friend with him, Old Red, a man he hired above town, they opened the coffin and
rake crabs at low tide in the pools occa51ona11y to do easy manual chores we reluctantly went by for a last look.
around the piers of the bridge spanning # for him in town because nobody else 1 was stunned! The incongruity! Living,
- the bay, and what and what not to fear wpuld hire him. Bob's reputation ex- - a tall, powerful man. Dead, I could not
“from the big storms..He kne'. chis par- tended to helping the stumblies, the * ~ believe the rouged cheeks, the stiff
ticular stretch-of coast and the valleys half-educated, the marginal men. hair, the awkward, coat and tie. The in- .

congruity: his head jammed into the L .
satln, the same_ for his feet at the oth- ~ v
er end. - I had the impression that if
I stood his coffin+br end and tilted it )
forward, he would not alf Byt "Jesus, ) .
it's too small." Out51de,;I thoughm
no one,bothered to take your dimensions
,dead, just as no one bothered when you
"were alive. ) i i«ﬂ'

FOR ROBERT BLANCHARDy

Who Died at: Sea o
N Waldport, Oregon
Jaly, 1966

4ing is nyet, or-the mills in the coast
range close down. Blanchard got his elk
every year. As for salmon: T guess he .
did some gillnetting now and’ then in

his youth. I know he often got impa-
tient and would cross the bar at Wald-
port when he knew for sure it was not
really safe, but anything to-get in the
ocezn for the big ones. ‘

. found the next morning six miles south -
of the mouth of our bay, drifting in
his half-swamped boat, the motor gone,
the gear gone, fairly close to ghore;
but alone. 0ld Red came ashore dead
a few days later on a narrow gravel

The talk in town was that the Coast
Guard found Blanchard seated in the
bottom of his boat, deep as his waist
in water, his left arm locked firmly
‘under a seat. Because the boat was emp-
ty, no-motor or gear, it was assumed by
some of us that the old 7-horse motor

“ my friend.Harlan gave Bop quit, that
night came on and the wind and swells
picked up, that he capsized when Old
~Red jumped. But no one knew for sure.

.o ]

And that's what hilled him. The bar at
Waldport is unprotected. No jetty. ‘A
‘few.large, but flat-hulled boats go
over.—And a few small ones dare it now
and then. Bob's boat was a 14 fcoter,
small for the ocean; in the swells, a
mean ride,.even if conditions are ideal.
The tide must be running from lgw to high
not more than a few feet or the surf at

RIC .~ - %/ | .

beach further to the south, near Yachats.

- Nagging and prodding for weeks

. .
- ] ’

N
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-

Where to begin? The motor dead in
the water? :

Or that bright morning you cleared
the bar,

Your hand steady, firm on the throt-

tle,

Your small boat riding low, heavy .
With gear? Or your.crazy friend, . .
His back to the wind in the bow--

de&halr curling forward over his

eyes-- ,

To change his luck?
+

2.

who said sdﬁg months before,

-

35 s ’
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Was it me or your wife -
Or your friends, dead sober:

Robert drowned at sea?.
Never, he knows too much,

¥
But from a few -- Jesus,

‘'He ough* to poach hisself

A new frigging metor,
Besides, he takes chances.

’

J.

Under the bridge, now north, but
still in the channel,

Then south and west, up to the bar,
before

The slack's at its full, waltlnb,

‘rocking, waiting.

Then brilliant in sunlight 1- winds
moderate north and west--

You cross over, the stern riding high,

swells.

To the north, a few breakers, the bar

rising into dunes.

. -
4.
Iy 3 R

The motor, you, or the erratic tuy
of the current?

A moment only, a nothing, yet acwn
along your arm: -

Came later the full horror
Clamped to the low stern
One dead motor, dead

In the wate:, wind

Rising, night

And your idiot friend.

5. N

Was there a moon?

Glacial-cold the night-black swells.
Sensuous by day, gleamine, alive,

99

We can't remember.

But treacherous at night, moon* or not.

.

6.

You were found- sprawling backwards,
Deép as your waist in water,

Your left arm crooked, locked, strong
/s a vice under the bench

And the'heavy, cold sodr brine

In the half-swamped boat, the small
black boat. :

Slosiring like so much pig-iron.

Y

{

02667 matin dfthe

L
' Zgg 0t of amistey
The bow dipping, climbing the up-hill * # . (1;,7/t;_

7. -
. .

I can see it:

clambering

The 1ow gunwale, tnlnku

ashore,

The boat went over so fast you half-

screeched

_At a man so cold, damn is he stoned

with it?

how when Old .Red was -

he'd swim

And you in the water too must find
the boat ,
And right i?ﬁ but now Jesus qhere’s’
the gear?

v

What's to bejdone, nothing, but ride

it out.

‘ Even if

_ Of the great oaks

Ng way to make her take
first?

L ) . .
8. ‘ Y. - .

~

this sea bow-

The surf, .now can you hear the surf *

At Yachats?
cliffs,
iWhere would you land?
know:

But Jesus again,' the
I know, I

Any steep shingle of gravel would
do, .

waiting meant waiting for.
hours. - s
9.-

Did you kneel in the water? Then
_kneel ‘and bail.

Washing, the wa;er-agal1st your
thighs, working,

But steadily until your hands and
arms are raw:

*The strong tides of feeling
Pulling away, leave you quiet,
Aroused --your head, heart .
P-one on the distant swells,
Your feet anchored lightly
Deep inside the cove--

Waiting,
Your hands heavy as bells,
Waiting.

?

10.

And -the dream?
Did you dream
‘The one dream?
Of the young gulls
High in the crowns

In the morning
In the silence

’




L_l,.___;_Though_thg long swells lull you
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»This sterm done
That drove them .
Into the marsh

- And *your meadow 0
Under the trees.

- a -1 . ' .

Not ndw ., R \ e
. .Say to yourself
Not now
lull you
Though they break your will with
rocking . )
And the wind: -
Coming round and down
At Tast over your back —
Rubs its ticicle
* ' Yellow beak
On- your
Burning ~
Neck. . . ¢
e L
Demonstration.

e

K]

For several years I have kept a jour-
nal, not one of thnse inteilectual and
philosophical bookkeeping systems em-
ployed by some writ®rs. I never writz
down anything from my Teading, never re-
flections that could be construed as pro-
found, never any details about my work
at’ the university, seldom a word about
my family or friernds. I'.e dubbed it:
"Storm Journal," and although T carry
it bacK and forth with me tp the coast,
I don't use it vhen I am at hor :
Perhaps it's because nofhing ¢ cms to
‘happen to me at home, or therc in the
vdlley, or at the umiversity. At least
nothing significant. Of Course, that )
needs qualification: [ am devoted to
my family, serious abou: my teaching,
involved with my friends. But Seal Roik
is unique. Things happen to me there

which seem not to happen elsewhere.

Nebraska.

One evening several winters ago, Jan.
25 to be eRact, I was alone at the '
cabin. I had driven over the day befor
in order to finish a spall writing«pro-
ject. It had been a difficult month,
starting a new quarter at school, add
taking care of our daughter because my
wife had been gone for part of the
month, helping her father close his
year-end agcouats at his lumber yard in
It was cold in the valley,
and I hate the cold. <$o 1 went alone
to Seal Rock, to isolation and raip,
and*completed’ the writing cthore. That

mornine ¢nd the night before we'd had a
storm, winds gusting in the 40's, tons
of rain. But that evening, the cloud-
cover broke, the wind died down, the
tide was out, the beach deserted. ?
took a walk. A lot of things happened
in the half-mile down to thé%cove and
back. Later, I sat down and wrote them
out, as’I bave done many times, in their
exact sequence. &

<

-Storm Journal:

. »

On the beach late before sunset.
. Wind at 15 ¥iots, WS¥W. On the ebb °
tide. Paced it off, 150 yards, from
the cliff to the surf. A few pipers

here and there feeding and.4 large
“ducks down in the-water this side of

v the big rocks. Much bobbing in the

’

i

criss-cross wavgsg. . Occasionally out
of the water, flapping their” wingsy
as though about to take off.. But one
gull to the south black against the
grey and red tinted sky down at the
cove this side of the towering head-
land, climbing, wheeling, plummeting

in and around the chunks of foam _ —

-
— -

whirling up under it:

The rocky beach\bprsed. Great slabs
and poulders dug out of the sand frdm
the-winter storms, the high tides.
"Some of them as big as rooms‘or loco-
motives. Not there in the summer,
except .their tops. How many car loads
of sand must the sea.pull out from
around them and back in to the waves?*®
Climbing over them, the great bould-
‘ers, it'sahe eye.that' sees afhd not
the ear that hears the surf. Now
walking between them, around them, in
and out. What colors? Grey, some
red and-iron colors in layers. Some
_browns too. JBUT it's the great sheen
on everything! The luminous milk-
mercury burnish of’the reality of it
all. And I am in it to my waist, the
rocks all around me shining, shining.
I back away. - _ -

Turned south and came on a few,small
rocks tossed or rolled from below the
cliff onto the great slabs. Walking,
up to them from the north in the fad-
ing light, they are sitting there
bowling balls. They have to be round-
ed, pretty much, to rall in the surf
of the stdorm tite 100 yards from -be-
low the bank where they normally lie.
They seem out of place. .The wave
actionnot lifting them, 1 tnink, but
rolling them down the beach, and down
the littie gulleys between the flat
,rocks, then jnto_the surf and then
back up and into the +hollows when the
sea retreats., BUT they do not shine.

102 .
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A kind of lumpish, doughy dull-not- ;
burnished counterpoint to the reailty

SO into the-cove snott déep, buf into
' .. it wary, like moving out of the skin.
. - of it all and into the center of a
dark sound, my pulse breafhlng with
- cage, and the whole shine gone. ’
A couple of acres of apkle- deep foam
» churned up in the cove. « It's blowing
. and skidding or a_thin layer of-watcr,
" back and forth. I bend and pic! up-a
handful the size of a bas“ball and
- hold it in fy, palm.
s of sand suspended in jt. .I pluck
them out, rolling them betweei my '»
. ‘ . fingers, freeing them.

Tﬁis walking into st. This seeiﬂg
in'a profound way. Séeing the light

as’the only reality and as though, for '

. . ‘ the first time. But it was the light
. around the great’ boulders, the unex- .
pected AND it came ‘on’'me back there,
mixed up with the sound ofi colors
Reflect. It is often when [_am go-
irg alone is a dull way (whe¥e’anxi-
. ety is a kind of force out there in
the sea, out, there in the surf, or
- further cut ;n the.swells) that it
happens when I begin my little ritual
of the naming of colors. That's gigy,
« I sdy. That,is not grey, I say. But
more than grey, a white grey, green
grey, blue grey, rose grey -- my lit-
tle ritual -- and then, and then it
overgakes me. Not'rising around my
.ankles or descending like a breezy
. halo, but at o1 on my shoulder. Like
a high, strong surf, urgent, and run-
ning on my shoulder. Walking along.

“
~
v
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oh which they rest - .

., ip ‘the,first place.

There are gralns .
_*them, they happen. ,

. . T
.How fs it that we gome across @ puem?
Tha't's a ‘question I keep asking in the .~
jourmal, ovdr and over, but indirectly.
Bound uyp with that, howéVor,~1s 4 more
ba51c question “of how w2 come 19 sce .
things clearly (or feel them-Stronglvl
As I said at the
beginning of this paper, I believe rath-
ef firmjy‘that I have ulways begun with -
an act of true'uttention. Lf I look *
hard‘enough; the things of this world
look, back. There is ncc1proc1ty Yet
the transfbrmatlon of the primal stuff .
into poems is puzzling to me. DO poems
just, happen? Yes and no. If I am lucky, -
or blessed, or in some way ready fer
But I do nog squatl
on my haunches at Seal Rock waleng “for
lightni. g to trlﬁg I can never stop

. »
being a poet; S0 in some respects my

Seal Rock experiences,are deliberately .
sought and just as‘consciously:shaped., - «
But these journal entriesare not .poet-
ry. Some of them might, howeveT, JuSE/
might become poems.
Demonstration. _ .

The last one, and it is'a short poems
Its title is "Hunting for Blues i: the
"Blueg™ refers to the pr ed .

Rain."
blue agates found cn some of ouripeach-
es. If there is some irdny and a ¢h

of belligerence here, it's only half-

iptended, having crept into che'poem in

a desultory fashion_duriu, romposition.
. & '

Hunting for Blues in the Rain

So it's not all piss ants in the rain
after all

‘when the. great agates rull up out of
the surf

- ~

. and publlshed by Bobbs-Mgrrlll

"+ in and around ‘the flat round stones .
and up vur

Jong beach com{hg i’hard on me is ¢

LN ‘a’fat «Qld . “ vy
¢ woman Nn"her- ‘rain ge tlack combs
. .right th&éough - .

'sheet’ after. bru1s1ng shqetaof water ’,,/
like a/€rone °

", through tough Fifth Avenue plaCe ex-
cept 'this-¥3-° N

r .y
1 has ‘got to be that other end’éf the* _°
cdntinent you * .
better believe we are shatterlng more
than, glass . ) ?
out here bUSting up more than silence
plowing - .
into finding more than Jittle blues -
in the rain. . , iy
- - -~ A ) \
. -~ -
oot S
. o M s -
; ' [ : ' l -
‘ s * ;,._- :' . . e ’
Y -/ -
N v : &
Notes. -~ - ° g -
° . ) . . . g ‘ !
A substantial portion of this paper * .

(4dcluwidng the poems, "For Rnbert »
BlanchagG" and "Hunting for Blues in 5 N
the Ra1n") appeared first in Am;riean N
Ppets in 1976, edited by William Hcycn, . “
1976, .
pp 74-89. : The cssay ih Americpn Ppets ~ o
in 1976 hds ‘1tleg "'Seal Rock." "L
- < .
Three. other poems, quoted in_full gr-
part, appeared first”an Not~ﬁven¥ ‘Year,
John HaisLipy University of Washington -
Press, <Seattle and Londﬁ'nl 1971:  They: *
are "Not Every Year," pp 61567, "Elegy ~ -<.
, for Jake,” * pp 23-27, and "kelp "pbo. -

»”
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JOHN CLARK PRATT -- Professor and
Chairman of the English Department,
Colorado State University. Formerly
on the faculty at the United States Air
Force Academy. Author of The Laotian
Fragments, an important novel about the
bombing of Laos. Author of a critical
study of modern poetry and of a book
about John Steinbeck, Editor of the -
Viking Critical edition of Kesey's
One Flew Over the Cuckoo-'s Nest.

JOHN SEELYE -- Professor of English,
University of North Carolina. Novelist
and critic whose-writings include True
Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, The
Kid, and Dirty Tricks (all novels) and
a book of criticism entitled Melville:
The Ironic Diagram. Currently complet-
Amer:can life. Developed what was per-
haps the first course in American mari-
time litexature at the Mystic Seaport
summer prograp in Mystig, Connecti£ut.m

WILLIAM APPLEMAN.WILLIAMS -- Profes-
sorsof History, Oregon State Un1versxty
Internationally known and respected his-
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torian. Author of many important books,
dncluding The Contours of American His-
tory and. The Roots of the Modern Ameri-
_can Bmpire. Has taught at Washington
and Jefferson College Ohio State Uni-
versity, the University of Oregon and

ing to Oregon State.

ROBERT ZOEELNER -- Professor of Eng-
lish, Colorado State University. Author
of The Salt-Sea Mastadon: A Reading cf
Moby Dick,' one of the most important cri-
tichl studies of Melville's novels.
Author of essays on Faulkner and Cooper
which-have appeared in such journals as
American Quarterly and American Litera-
ture. Currently at work on a book en-
titled Behavioral Humanism: An Essay in
Synthesis under a major' research grant
from the National Endowment for the
Humanities.
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and editor of books on Steinbeck, Hem-
ingway and Malamud. Currently is Direct-
or of the National Endowment for the Hu-
manities Development Program at Oregon
State University.

>




